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CHAPTEEL 



It is a glorlons day in Paris. The whole 
citj is out in the pablic places, watching the 
departure of the army of Italy. Every imagi- 
nable uDiform, on foot and on boreeback, en- 
lireua the scene. Zouaves are BTOrywhere. 
Cent Gardes hurry to and fro, looting ferocious- 
Imperial Gardes look magnificent. Innamera- 
bla little red-legged soldiers of Che line dance 
' about, geBticulating vehemently. Grisettes 
hang about the necks of departing braves. A 
great many tears are shed, and a great deal of 



twmbast altered. For the 
invincible Boldiera of France 
ore off to fight for en idea ; 
and doesn't every one 'of 
them carry a marshal's ba- 
ton in his knapsack ? 

A troop of Cent Gardes 
comes thundering down in 
a cloud of dust, dashing Uie 
people right and lef^. Loud 
cheers arise : " Vive I'Em- 
perear'" The hoarse »oice» 
of myriads prolong the yell. 
It IS Louis Napoleon. He 
touches his hat gracefully 
to the croivd. • 

A chasseur leaps into a 

Where shall I take 

To Glory 1" shoots the 
soldier 

The crowd appland. The 
cabman drives off and don't 
want any further direction. 
Here a big-bearded Zou- 
ave kisses his big-bearded 
brother m a blouse. 

Adieu, mon Aire ; 

Where shall I write?" 
' Direct to Vienna— jKtste 
ratanle ' 

Every body laughs at 
every thing, and the crowd 

^r--^"-- are quite wild at this. 

A young man is perched 
upon a pillar near the gar- 
den wall of the Tnileries. Heeojoys the scene 
immensely. After a while be takes a clay pipe 
from his pocket and slowly fills it. Havingcom- 
pleted this business he draws a match along 
the stone and is jast about lighting bis pipe. 
"HaUoo!" 

Down drops the lighted match on the neck 
of an ouvria; It burns. The man scowls up; 
but seeing the cause, smiles and waves his hand 
forgivingly. 
"Diokl" 

At this a young man in the midst of the 
crowd stops and looks around. He is a short 
young man, in whose fiice there is a. strange 
mixture of innocence and shrewdness. He is 



THE DODGE CLUB ; OR, ITALY IN MDCCCLK. 



palling a babj-camage, coDtuoing a small 
epecimen of French nationalitj, and behind 
him walks a mqjestic female. 

The foung man Dick lakes a qnick survej 
and rei»gnizeB the person who bas called him. 
Down drops the pole of tbe carriage, and, to 
ihe borror of the m^osiic female, be darta off, 
and, Bpringing up the pillar, grasps firsl the foot 
and then Ihe hand of his friend. 

"Bnttonel" he cried; "what, jonl yon 
in Paris]" • 

" I believe I am." 

" Why, when did yon come ?" 

" About a montb ago." 

"I had no idea of iL I didn't know yon 

"And I didn't know that yon were. I 
thought by this time that you were in Italy. 
What has kept yon here ao long ?" 

Dick looked coDfused. 

" Why the feet is, I am studying German." 

" German! in Paris] French, you mean." 

" No, German." 

" You're cra^i who with?" 

Dick nodded his head cowaid his late com- 
panion. 

" What, diftt woman 7 How she is scowling 

" Is she ?" said Dick, witb some trepidation. 

"Yes. Bat don't look. Have yon been 
with her all the time ?" 

"Yes, seven months." 

" Studying German ]'' cried Battons, with a 
lapgh. "Who is she?" 

" Madame Bang." 




"Bang? Wei], Madame Bang must look 
oat for another lodger. Yoa must come with 
me, joong man. You need a guardian. It's 
well that I came in time to rescue yoa. Let's 
beoiTI" 

And the two youths descended and were 
soon lost in tbe crowd. 

" Three flights of steps ace bad enough ; but 
great Heaveoa ! what do yon mean by taking a 
fellow up to the eighth atoiy ?" 

Such was the exclamation of Dick as be fell 
exhausted into a seat in a little room at tbe lop 
of one of the tallest houses in Paris. 

" Economy, my dear boy." 

" Ehera I" 

"Paris ia overflowing, and I could get no 
otter place wilhont paying an enormous price. 
Now I am trying u> husband my means." 

" I should think bo." 

"I sleep here — " 

" And have plenty of bedfellows." 

" The powers of the human stomach are as- 
tounding." 

" And here I invite my friends." 

"Friends only, I shonld think. Nothing 
but the truest friendship could make a man 
hold out in such an ascent." 

"Bat come. What are your plans?" 

" Then yon must league yourself with me." 
" I shall be delighted." 
" And I'm going lo Italy." 
" Then I'mjifraid our league ia already at an 
end.* 

"Why?" 

" I haven't money enough." 

"How much have yoa f 

"Only five hundred dollars; I've 
spent all the rest of my allowance. " 

"Eve hundred? Why, man, I 
have only four hundred." 

"What! and you're going to Italy f 

" Certainly." 

"Then I'll go too and rnn the risk. 
But is this the style ?" and Dick looked 
dolefully around. 

" By no means — not always. But 
yon mnst practice economy. " 

" Have you any acquaintances ?" 

" Yes, two. We three have formed 
ourselves into a society for tbe purpose 
of going lo Italy. We call ourselves 
the Dodge Club." 

" The Dodge Club ?" 

" Yea. Because our principle is to 
dodge all humbugs and swindles, which 
make travelling so expensive generally. 
Wb have gained mncb experience al. 
ready, and hope to gain more. One 
of my friends is a doctor from Phil- 
adelphia, Doctor Snakeroot, and the 
other is Senator Jones from Massa- 
chusetts. Neither Ihe Doctor nor the 
Senator understand a word of any Ian. 
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j^Bge bnt tlie Ameiican. That ia tbe resson 
why I beoame acqoainled with them. 

"First as to the Doctor, I picked him np at 
Dnnkirk. It was in a caW. I waa gettiog my 
modest breakfast wheo I saw bim come In. 
He sat down and boldly asked tat coffee. Aft- 
er the nsnal delay the garfon brought him a 
small cap flfcd with what looked like ink. 
On the waiter was a cap of ena de vie, and a lit- 
tle plate containing seTeral enonooDB lamps of 
loaf-sugar. Never shall I forget the Doctor's face 
of amazement. He looked at each article in suc- 
cession. What was the ink for? whatthebran- 
dy? what the sugar? Bedidnot know that tbe 
two first when mixed makes tbe beet drink ■□ tbe 
world, and that tbe last is intended for the poek- 
et of the gues't by force of a cnatom dear to ex- 
eiy Frenchman. To make a long story short, 
I explained to him tbe mysteries of French cof- 
fee, and we became sworn friends. 

"Hy meeting with the Senator was nnder 
slightly ditFerent circumstances. It was early 
in the morning, ll was chiiiy. I was walk- 
ing briskly oBi of town. Snddenly I tnrned 
a corner and came npon a crowd. They snr- 
TOunded a tall man. Ho was an American, 
and appeared to be insane. First he made 
gestares like a man hewing or chopping. Then 
lie drew his band across his throat. Then he 
staggered forward and pretended to Fall. Then 
he groBoed heavily. After which he raised him- 
self np and looked at the crowd with an sir of 
mild inquiiy. They did not tangh They did not 
even smile. Theylistenedrespectfnlly ibrther 
knew that the strange gentleman wished to ex 



press something. On the whole, I think if I 
hadn't come np that the Senator would have 
been arrested by a stiff gendarme who was jiut 
then cominn; along the street. As it was, I ar- 
rived just in time to learn chat he was anxions 
uj Ece the French mode of killing cattle, and 
was trjing to find his way to the abattoirs. 
The Senator ia a fine man, bnt eminently prac- 
tical. Ue nsed to think the French langoage 
an accomplishment only. He has changed his 
mind since bis arrival here. He has one little 
pecnliarity, and that is, to bawl broken English 
at the top of his voice when he wants to commu- 
nicate with fiDreignets." 

Not long aflorwarj the Dodge Clnb received 
a new member in the person of Mr. fick Wbif- 
fleCree. The introdnccion took place in a mod- 
est cbF^, where a dinner of six courses was sup> 
plied for the ridicnlous anm of one franc— sonp, 
B roast, a fiy, a bake, a fish, a pie, bread at 
discretion, and a glass of vinegar generously 
thrown in. 

AC one end of the table sat the Senator, a 
very large and mnscular man, with iron-gray 
hair, and featnres that were very strongly 
marked and very strongly American. He ap- 
peared to be about fifty yeara of age. At the 
other sat Che Doctor, a slender young man in 
black. On one side sat Bnttons, and opposite 
to him was Dick. 

Bnttons," said the Senator, " were yon onl 
yesterday f " 



lew 






"Rather large." 
"Itw, ■ 



In< 




i had anjidea of the popu- 
lation of Paris. New York 
isQ t to be compared to it." 

As to crowds, that is noth- 
ing QDcommon in Paris. Set 
a rat loose in tbe Champs Ely- 
B^s and I bet ten thousand 
people will be after it in five 



Any thing will raise a crowd 
It will be a small one. 

My dear Senator, in an 
honr from this I'll engage my- 
self to raise as large a crowd as 
the one yon saw yesterday." 

My dear Buttons, yon look 



hke it 



Will yon bet?" 



"But there is a 
crowd outside already." 

"Then Ht the scene of my 
trial be in a less crowded place 
— the Place Vendome, for in- 
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" Name the conditknu." 

" In an honi &om this I engage to fill the 
Place Vend6me with people. WhoeTer fails 
forfeits a dinner to the Clnb. " 

The ejet of Dick and the Doctor sparkled. 

" Done r said the Senator. 

" All that yon have to do," said Buttons, 
." ia to go to the top of the Coloooe Vendfime 
and wave jour hat three times when yon want 
me to begin." 

"I'll do that. Bnt it's wrong," said the 
Senator. " It's taking money from yoo. Tod 
mast lose." 

"Ob, don't be alarmed," said Bnttons, cbeer- 
fnllj. 

The Dodge Club left ^r the Place Ven- 
dSme, and^the Senator, separating himself 
from his companions, began the ascent. Bnl- 
tens left his friends at a comer to see tjie 




result, and walked quickly down a neighboring 

Dick noticed that every one whom he met 
stopped, stared, and then walked quickly for- 
ward, looking up at the Column. These peo- 
ple accosted others, who did the same. In a 
few minntes many hundreds of people were 
looking up and exchangiog glances^ith one an- 

In a short time Buttons had completed the 
circoil of the block, and re-ontered Hie Place 
by another street. He was running at a quick 
pace, and, at a moderate calcalation, about two 
thousand gamini de Paris ran before, beside, 
and behind him. Ciens d'aimes caught the ex- 
citement, and rushed frantically about. Sol- 
diers called to one another, and tot-e across the 
square gesticulating and shonttng. Carriages 
stopped; the occupants stared up at the col- 
horsamen drew up their rearing horses ; 
dogs barked ; children scrccimed ; np flew a 
thousand windows, out of uhich five thousand 
heads w 

At the end of twenty minutes, after a very 
laborious journey, the Senator reached the top 
of the column. He looked down. 

A cry of amazement burst from him. The 
immense Place VendOmo was crammed with 
haman beings. Innnmerablo upturned faces 
staring at the siartled Senator. All 
around, the lot^y houses sent all their inmates 
to the open windows, through which they look- 
ed up. The very house-tops were crowded. 
Away down all the streets which led to the 
Place crowds of human beings ponred along. 
Well " muttered Iho Senator, " it's evident 
mdcrs anda hese Frenchmen. 
However I mu t perf rm my part, so here 

And the Senator ma es cally removing his 

ed t gIowI #ound his head seven 

At the seven h w 1 his Angers slipped, 

ind a great gust of wind caught the bat and 
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It (ell. 

A deep groan of horror burst tortli from the 
mnltitude, bo deep, so long, so terrible that the 
Senator turned pole. 

A hundred thooeaad heada upturned i two 
hundred thouBond arma waved furiouslj in the 
air. Tlie tide of new-oomera flowing up the 
other Btreeu filled the Place to overflowing ; 
and tbe vast host of people swajed to and fro, 
agitated bj a thousand passions. All this waB 
the work of bat a short time. 

" Come," said the Senator, " this is getting 
be;ond a joke," 

There waa a sudden moremeat among the 
people at the fbot of tbo column. Tbe Senator 
leaned orer to see what it was. 

At once a great cry came up, like the thun- 
der of a cataract, wamingly, imperiously, ter- 
ribly. The Senator drew back confonndsd. 

Suddenly he advanced again. He shook his 
head deprecBtingly, and waved his arms as if to 
disclaim any evil motives which tbey might im- 
pute to him. Bnt they did not comprehend 
him. Scores of stiff gens d'anwB, hnndrede of 
little soldiers, stopped in their msh to the foot 
of the column to shake their Ssts and scream at 

" Now if I only understood their doosid lin- 
go," thonght the Senator. "Bat"— after a 
panse — " it wouldn't be of no account up here. 
And what an awkward fix," he added, " for the 
&ther of a family to stand hatless on tbe top 
of a pillory like this 1 Sho 1" 

There came a, deep ramble from the hollow 
stairway beneath him, which grew nearer and 
londer every moment. 

"Somebody's coming," said the Senator 
"Wa'al, I'm glad. Misery loves company 
Perhaps I can purchase a bat." 

In five minutes pore the heads of twenty 
gens d'armes shot up Through the opening in 
the top of the pillar, one after another, and re 
minded the Senator of the " Jump-ap-John- 
nie>" in children's toys. Six of them seized 
•him and made him prisoner. 

The indignant Senator remonstrated, and in- 
formed them that he nas an American citizen 

His remark made no impression They did 
not understand English. 

The Senator's wrath made bia bair fairly 
bristle. He contented himself, however, with 
drawing up the programme <^ an immediate 
war between France and the Great Republic 

It took an hour for the column to get emp- 
tied. It was choked with people rnsbing up 
Seven gentlemen fainted, and three escaped with 
badly sprained limbs. Dunng this time the 
Senator remained in the custody of hia captors 

At last the column was cleaied 

The prisoner waa taken down and placed in a 
cab. He saw the dense crowd and heard the 
mighty mnnnnrs of the people. 

He was driven away for an immense diataDce. 
It seemed miles. 

At last the black walls of a huge edifice rose 
before Mm. The cab drove under a dark arch- 



way. The Senator thought of the dungeons of 
the Inqifisilion, and other Old World honors of 
which be had heard in hia boyhood. 

Sothe Senator had to give the dinner. Thi 
Club eiijoyed it amazingly. 

Almost at the moment of bis entrance Bnt< 
tons bad arrived, arm in arm with the Amer- 
ican minister, whose representations and ex- 
planations procured the Senator's release. 

" I wouldn't have minded it ao macb," said 
the Senator, from whose manly boaom the last 
trace of vexadon had fled, " if it hadn't been 
for that darned policeman that collared me first. 
What a Providence it was tliat I didn't knock 
him down t Who do yon think he was ?" 

"Who?" 

"The very man that waa going to arrest me 
the other day when I was trying to find my way 
to (he slaughter-bouse. That man is my evil 
genius. I will leave Paris before another day." 

" The loss of your hat completed my plana," 
said Buttons. ^'Wos that done on purpose? 
Did jon throw it down for the sake of saying 
'Take my hat?'" 

" No. It was the wind," said the Senator, 
innocently. "But how did yoa manage to 
raise the crowd? You haven't toldnslhatyet." 

"How? In the situplest way possible. I 
told every soul I met that a crazy man was go- 
ing np the Colonne Vendome to throw himself 

A light burst in upon the Senator's souL 
He raised hia new hat from a chair, and placing 
it betbre Buttons, said fervently and with unc- 
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CHAPTER II. 



A THEMENDOirs nproiT in ihe hall of a hotel 
al Orleans anakad ercrj member of ihe Bodge 
Clnb from the sound and refreshing slnmber 
into vhicli titej bud fallen after a, fatiguing 
joarncj from Paris. 

filing ont into the hall one after another thej 
beheld a singular spectacle. 

It nas a fat man, bald-headed, middle-agei), 
nith a nell-to-do look, that burst apon their 
flight. 

He was standing in Che hall with flushed face 
and stocking feet, swearing most frightful!}'. A 
crowd of waiters stood arouod shrugging their 
shoalders, and trying to soShe him. Aa Ihe 
fat man epoka English, and the nait«rs French, 
there was a little misapprehension. 

" There, gontleraeu," cried the fat man, as 
he caught sight of our four friends, " look at 
that! What do yon calUhat?" 

"That?" sud Buttons^ taking a paper which 
the fat man thrtist in his face, " wh;, that's a 
hotel bill." 

"A hotel bill? Why it's an imposition!" 
cried the other excitedly. 

"Perhaps it is." said Buttons, coolly. 

" Of course it is ! Read it out load, and let 
these gentlemen see what they think of it.'' 

"I'll read it in English," said Bntloas, "for 
the benefit of the Club :" 
JffjitA- Sintub, 

Te tie Belli dn nnf,- 

OoedlDDftr. B tnacM. Odb bed......... D frniicr^. 

gli porUn. 6 " One boon 1 '- 









A deep sigh e;ipressed the relief of the fut 
man at this mark of sympathy. 

" There's no redress," said Buttons. "You'll 
hare to grin and bear it. For yon must know 
ihat in these inland towns botel-keepCTs are in 
league, offensire and defensire, with all the 
cab-drivers, omnibus-drivers, postillioiis, track- 
men, hostlers, porters, errand-boys, caf^keep- 
era, cicerones, tradesmen, lawyers, chamber- 
mwds, doctors, priests, aoldien, gens d'armea, 
magistrates, etc., etc., etc. In short, the whole 
community is a joint-stock company organized 
to plunder the unsuspecting traveller." 

"And mast I Flund here and be swindled 
without a word ?" cried the Other. •■ 

" By no maans. Row like ftiry. Call np ' 
the whole honsehold one by one, and swear at 
them in broad Saxon. That's the way to strike 
terror into the soul of a Frenchman." 

The fat man stared for a moment at Buttons, 
and then plunging his hands deep into his 
trowsers pockets he walked np and down the hall. 

At last he turned to the others : 

"Gentlemen, is this endurable?" 

" Horrible !" cried Dick. 

' ' Abominable ! " the Doctor. 

" Inferaous 1" the Senator. 

" By jingo 1 I've a great mind to go home. 
If I've got to be plundered, I'd a dumed sight 
rather have my money go to support our own 
great and glorious institntions." 

There is no doubt that the unfortonatc man 
would have had to pay up if it had not been fbr 
the energetic action of Buttons. 

He summoned the hotel-keeper before him, 
and, closing the door, asked his friends to ut 
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TbenBattonB, standing np, began to repeat! 
the hot«I-keepec, emilinglj, but wiib eKtraoi 
dinar]' lolnbiliCj, Daniel Webster's oratio 
against Hayne. The polite Frenchman ironld 
not inteirapt him, bnt listened with a bland 
though somewhat dnbions smile. 

The Dodge Clnb di^ infinite credit to them- 
selves by listening without a smile to the words 
of their leader. 

Buttons then went through the proposition 
aboat the hypothemtse of a right-angled tri- 
angle, and appended the words of a few negro 

Here the worthj landlord interrupted him, 
begging his pardon, and telling him that he did 
not understand English very well, and could 
his Excellency speak French ? 

His Excaltencj', with equal politeness, regret- 
ted his want of complete familiarity with French. 
He was forced when he f^lt deeply on any sub- 
ject (0 express himself in English. 

Then followed Cicero's oration against Verres, 
and be was just beginning a speech of Chat- 
ham's when the landlord enrrendered at dis- 

Wben, after the lapse of three hoars and 
tnenly^ve minntes, tbe tat man held bis biU 
toward him, and Buttons oGcred fire francs, 
be did not even remonstrate, bnt took the money, 
and hastily receipting the bill witli Lis pencil, 
darted from the room. 

"Well," exclainflh the Senator, when he 
had recovered from the effects of the scene — "I 
never before realised the truth of a stoiy I once 

"What was the story?" 

"Oh, it was abontabet be- 
tween a YankeeandaFrench- ' 
man, who could talk t^e long 
est. The two, were shut up 
in a room. They remained 
there three days. At the end 
of that time their fnendsbroke 
open the door and entered, 
and what do you think they 
found there?" 

"Nottodv?" anggested the 
fat man. 

"No," said the Senator, 
with a glow of patriotic pnde 
on his fine face. "Bat the; 
found the Frenchman hing 
dead upon the floor, and the 
Yankee whispering in his ear 
the beginning of the second 
part of the Higgins story " 

" And what is the Higgins 
story?" 

" For Heaven's sake," 
gasped the Doctor, starting 
np, ' ' don't ask him now — 
wait till next week 1" 

As they passed over the 
mountaiasof Aavergneanew 
member wai added to the 
Dodge Club. 



It was the bt man. 

He was President of a Western bank. 
His name was Figgs. 

It was a damp, dull, dreary, drenching night, 
when the lumbering diligence bore the Dodge 
Clnb through the streets of Lyons and np to 
the door of their hotel. Seventeen men and 
five small boys stood boning ready to receive 

The Senator, Buttons, and Dick took the 
small valises which contained their travelling 
apparel, and dashed through the line of servitors 
into the bouse. The Doctor walked after, se- 
renely and majestically. He had no baggage. 
Mr. Figgs descended from the roof with con- 
siderable difficnlty. Slipping from the wheel, 
he fell into the outstretched arms of three wait- 
ers. They put him on his feet. 

His luggage was soon ready. 

Mr. Figgs had two trunks and varions other 
articles. Of these trunks seven waiters took 
one, and four the other. Then 

Waiter No. 1 2 took hat-boi ; 

" " 13 " travelling desk; 
" " 14 " Scotch plaid; 



" , " 2 " mnfflec; 

" " 8 " oneof hismiltenj; 

» " 4 " the other; 

After a long and laborious dinner they lose 
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The head waiter informed Mr Figgs that 
with his penniesiaD a deputation would wait on 
him. Mr. Ft^s was Burprised but grac onet; 
invited the depotation to walk n They bc- 
cordinglj walked in. Serenteen men and five 
boya. 

"What did they want?" 

" Oh, only a pourboire with which .to drink 
his Excelloncy'B noble health." 

" Beally they did hia Hxcellencj too ranch 
honor. Were they not miBtaken in their man ?" 

" Oh no. They bad carried his luggage into 
the hotel." 

Upon this Mr. Figga gave strong proof of poor 
m.onl training, by breaking oat into a volley of 
Western oathn, whicl) shocked one half of the 
deputation, and made the other half grin. 

Still they continued respectfol but fttm, and 
reiterated their demand. 

Mr. FiggB called for the landlord. That gen- 
tleman was in bed. For hia wifb. She did 
not attend to the bnainesa. For the head wait- 
er. The apokesman of the deputation, with a 
polite bow, informed him that the head waiter 
slooo before him and was quite at his service. 

The acene was ended by the sodden entrance 
of Bnttcna, who, motioning to Mr. Figgs, pro- 
ceeded to give each waiter a douceur. One 
after another took the prott^red coin, and wiih- 
ont looking at it, thanked the generoua donor 
with a profusion of bows. 

Five minutes after the retreating form of 
Buttons had vanished throojfh the door, twenty- 
one peraons, conaisting of men and boys, stood 
staring at one another in blank amazement. 

Anger followed ; then 

" Sac.r-r.r-r-r-r.R.B-li.B.R-B.R-^/" 

He had given each one acenfirns. 

Bat the customs of the hotel were not to 
changed by the shabby conduct of one raes 
minded person. When the Club prepared 
retire for the night they were taken to aoi 
rooms opening into each other. Five wait 



led the way; one waiter to 
each man, and each carried a 
piiic oftall wai-candles. Mr. 
Figgs'a waiter look him to hia 
room, laid down the lights, 
and. departed. 

The doors which connected 
the rooma were all opened, 
and Mr. Figgs walked throngh 
to see aboat something. He 
saw the Doctor, the Senator, 
Buttons, and Diet, each draw 
the short, weU-used Gtnmp of 
a wax-candle from his coat 
pocket and gravely light it. 
Then letting the melted wa:t 
fidl on the mantle-pieces they 
atnck their candles there, and 
m a short time the rooms 
were brilliantly illuminated. 

The waiters were thunder- 
struck. Sach a procednre 
had nenx come within the 
compass of their experience of the ways of 
travellers 

Bonsoir said Battens. " Don't let ns de- 
tain you • ^ 
They went oat stupefied. 
" What's the idea now ?" inquired Mr. Fi^s. 
,"0h, they charge a franc apiece for each 
candle, and that is a swi|^e which we will not 
sQbmil to." 

"And will I have to be humbugged again?" 
" Certainly." 
"Botheration." 

" My dear Sir, the swindle of bougies is the 
cnrse of the Continental traveller. None of us 
are particullrly pnideni, but we are all on the 
watch against small awindlea, and of them all 
this is the most frequent and moat insidions, the 
most constantly and ever recurrent. Beware, 
my dear President, of bougies — that's what we 
adl Candles." 

Mr. Figga said nothing, but leaned against 
the wall for a moraeut in ameditaiive mood, as 
if debating what he should do next. 

He happened to be in the Doctor's room. He 
had already noticed that this gentleman had no 
perceptible baggage, and didn't understand it. 
But now he saw it all. 

IThe Doctor began gravely to make prepara- 
tions for the night. 

Before taking off his over-coat he drew vari- 
ous articles from the pockets, among which 



A poi of bUcUng, 
A Dlgtii-Bhirt, 
A ciotbet-bruth, 

A pouch of tobacco, A bm 

A piece <n Boap, Some 

Mr. Figga roshed from the n 



A Dlght-CSp. 

A buttle of hilr- 
A B;iiEdcboafc, 



-knUh 
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CHAPTER in. 



The aleamboAta that mn od the Bboue are 
very* remarkable coDtriTances. Their bnildere 
bwe onlj aimed at combining & maximum of 
length with a minimpm of other qnatiliea, so 
that each boat diaplaya an incredible extent of 
deck with no particular breadth at all. Fira 
geDtlemen took refuge in Che cabin of the 
£!toik, front the dreoching nun which tell dur- 
isg half of their voyage. This was an abonrd 
vessel, that made tripe twlween LTonaand Avign- 
on. Her BccommodatioDB resembled thoee of 
a canal boat, and she wax propelled bj a couple 
of paddle-wheels driven bj a Lillipatian engine. 
It waa easy enoagh fbr her to go down the 
river, as the current took the responsibility of 
moving her along; bnC how she could ever get 
back it was difficult to tell. 

They were borne onward thtongh some of the 
fairest scenes on earth. Rained towers, ivj- 
covered castlea, thnnder-blaited heights, fertile 
vallejB, luxuriant orchards, terraced slopes, Oet- 
lised vineyards, broad plains, bounded by dia- 
tanl monntains, wboee summits were lost iu tbe 
clooda; BDch wore the successive cbanns of the 
region through which they were passing. Tet 
though they were moat eloquently described in 
the letters which Buttons wrote home to his 
friends, it must be confessed that they made 
but little impression at the time, and indeed 
were scarcely men at all through the vapor- 
covered cabin windows. 

Avignon did not excite their enthusiasm. 
In vain the guide-book t«ld them about Pe- 
trarch and Laura. The nsaal raptures were 
not forthcoming. In vain the cicerone ted 
them ihroagh Che old papal palace. Its sombre 
walla awakened no emotion. The only eflecc 
produced was on the Senator, who whiled away 
Che hours of early bed-time by pointing out the 
saperiority of American institutions to those 
which reared the prisons which they had visited. 



13 

Aries waa mnch more 
saciafactorj. There 
are more pretty wom- 
en in Aries than in 
any other town of the 
same size on tbe Con- 
tinent The Club 
created an unusual 
esc tement in this 
peaceful town by walk- 
ing slowly through it 
in Indian file, nar- 
rowly scrutinizing ev- 
ery tiling They won- 
dered mncfa at Che 
numbers of people that 
filled the cathedral, 
all gavly dressed. It 
was not nntil after a 
long calculation Chat 
they found out Chat it 
was Sunday. Buttons 
kept his memorandum-book in his hand all day, 
and took account of all the pretty women whom 
he saw. The number rose as high as 729. He 
would have raised it higher, but unfortunately 
an indignant citizen pat a slop to it by chain- 
ing bim with impertinence to his wife. 

On the railroad to Marseilles is a famous 
tunnel. At the last station before entering 
the tunnel a gentleman got in. As they passed 
through the long and gloomy place there sud- 
denly arose a most outrageous nois* in the 



It was the new passenger. 

Occasionally the light shining in would dis* 
close bim, dancing, stamping, tearing his hair, 
rolling his eyes, gnashing his teeth, and curs- 
ing. 

" Is he crazy ?" said Dick. 

" Or druuk ?" said Buttons. 

Lo and behold I just as the train emerged 
&om tbe tunnel the passenger made a frantic 
dash at the window, Bang ic open, and before 
any body could apeak or move he waa half oat. 

To spring over balf a dozen seats, to land 
behind him, to seize hia outstretched leg, to jerk 
him in again, was but Che work of a moment. 
It was Buttons who did this, and who tianged 
down tbe window again. 

" Sac-r-r-E-E-H^ 1" cried the frenchman. 

"Is it that you are mad?" said Bntioni, 

" Sacr^ BlcH !" cried the other. " Who are 
you that lays bands on mo ?" 

" I saved yon from destruction." 

"Then, Sir, yon have no thanks. Behold 
me, I'm a desperate man!" 

In truth he looked like one. His clothes 
were all disordered. His lips were bleeding, 
and most of his hair waa t«m out. By this 
time the guard had come lo the spot. All 
those in the car had gathered ronnd. It waa a 
long ear, second-class, like tbe American. 

"STsieu, how is this? What is it that I 
see? Ton endeavor to kill yourself?" 

" Leave me. I am desperate." 



u 
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" But no. M'den, what is it 7" 

" Listen. I enter the train thinking to go 
to Avignon. I bare importaat baeineGa there, 
most importanl. Suddenly I am atrnck bj a 
thoDght. I Rnd I havo mistaken. I am car- 
ried to Marseilles. It is the express train, and 
I most go all the waj. Horror I Despair ! 
Life is of no Dse ! It is time to resign it 1 I 
die ! Accordingly I attempt to leap from the 
window, when this gentleman seizes me b? the 
1^ and palls me in. Behold all.'' 

"M'sieu," said the gaarci, slowly, and with 
emphasis, " yoa haie committed a grave of- 
fense. Snicide is a capital crime." 

"A capital crime I" eiclaimed the French- 
man, turning pale. "Great Heayen!" 

" Yea, Sir. If you leap from the car I shall 
pnt joa in irons, and hand yoa aver ta tbe po- 
lice when we stop." 

The Frenchman 'spale face grew paler. Ho 
became hnmble. He entreated the gnacd's 
compassion. He begged Buttons to intercede. 
He had a family. Moreover he had fbnght in 
the wars of his coantiy. He had warred in 
Africa. He appealed to the Senator, the Doc- 
tor, to Kggs, to Dick. Finally he became 
calm, and the train shortly after arrived at 
Marseilles. 

The last that was seen of him be was mshing 
frantically about boking tor the return train. 




Old Masdiia wears her yean well. To look 
at her now as she appears, full of life and joy and 
gayety, no one would imagine that thirty cen- 
turies or more had passed over her head. 

Here is the first glimpse of the glorious South, 
with all its suuhine and loxniy and voInptuauB 



beantf. Here the Mediterranean rolls its wa- 
ters of deepest blue, through ihe clear air the 
landscape appears with astonishing distinctness, 
and the sharply-defined lines of distinct objects 
surprise the Northern e;e. Marseilles is al- 
ways a picturesque city. No commercial town 
in the world can compare with it in this respect. 
On the water float Ibe Mediterranean craft, 
rakish boats, with enormous latteen saila ; long, 
low, sharp, black vessels, with a auspicious air 
redolent of smuggling and piracjr. No tides 
rise and fall — advance and retreat. The 
waters are always the same. 

All the Mediterranean nations are. represent- 
ed in Marseilles. Threo-qaarierB of the world 
send their people here. Europe, Asia, Africa. 
In the streets ^e Syrian jostles the Spaniard ; 
the Italian tbe Arab ; the Moor jokes with the 
Jew ; the Greek chaffers with the Algcrine ; the 
Turk scowls at tbe Corsican ; the Kussian from 
Odessa pokes the Maltese in the ribs. There is 
no want of variety bore. Human nature is 
seen under a thousand aspects. Marseilles is 
the most cosmopolitan of cities, and represents 
not only many races but many ages. 

Moreover it is a fast city. Ncn York is not 
more ambitious; Chicago not more aspiring; 
San Frandsco not more confident in its futnp. 
Amazing sight I Here ja a city which, at tne 
end of three thousand years, looks forward to a 
longer and grander life in the future. 

And why ? 

Why, because she expects yet to be the arbi- 
ter of Easlern commerce. Through her Ihe 
gold, the spices, and the gems of India will yet 
be conveyed over the European world. For tho 
Suez Canal, which will once more turn the 
tide of this mighty traffic through its ancient 
Mediterranean channel, will raise Marseillos to 
the foremost rank among cities. 

So, at least, tbe Marbeillaise believe. 

When our travellers arrived there the city 
was crammed with soldiers. The harbor was 
packed with steamships. Guns were thunder- 
ing, bands playing, fifes screaming, muskets rat- 
tling, regiments tramping, cavalry galloping.- 
ConfuBion reigned supreme. Every thing was 
out of order. . No one spoke or thought of any 
thing but the coming war in Lorn hardy. 

Excitable little red-legged French, soldiers 
danced about everywhere. Every one was be- 
side himself. None could use the plain lan- 
guage of everj-day life. All were intoxicated 
with hope and enthusiasm. 

Tbe travellers admired immensely the excit- 
ing scene, but their admiration was changed to 
disgust when they found that on account of the 
Tosh of soldiers to Italy their own prospects of 
gettinj; there were extremely slight. 

At length they found that a steamer was go- 
ing. It was a propeller. Its name was the 
JViBce. The enterprising company that owned 
her had patriotically chartered every boat on 
their line to the Government at an enormous prof- 
it, and had placed the /Vines on the line for the 
use of travellers. 
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THE BBTIBflT) OKOAM ' ORINDEB. — THE! HENA'tOB 



The Mediterrsnean is the most glorions of 
seal. The dark-blue waves ; the skies of dark- 
er blae ; the distaat bills of purple, with their 
crowns of ererUstiDg sdow ; and the beetling 
prscipice, whore the vexed waters forever throw 
up their foaming spraj; the frequent hamletl 
that nestls aioong them ; the castlea and towers 
that crown the lohj heights { and the rood 
that winds tortuously along the shore — oil these 
form a scene In vhich beauty more romantic 
than that of the Bhlne is contrasted with all the 
grandeur of the ocean. 

Buttons, with his ninal flexible and eas; dis- 
position, made the acqnuntance of a couple of 
Italians who had been away fhim Italy and 
were now returning. They were trarelling sec- 
ond-class. 

Buttons supposed they were glad to get back. 

" Glad ? Did he doubt it ? Why, Ihey were 
Italians." 

" Are Italians fonder of their connti? than 
others 7" 

"Without doubt. Had they not the ben 
reason to be f 

"Why?" 

"They had the garden and pride of the 
world for their country. Mention any other in 
the same breath with Italy." 

"If they love it so much why can they not 
keep it for themselves ?" 



" How can 70a ask that T If yon know the 
history of the country yon will see that it has 
been impossible. No other was ever so beset 
It is split up into dilferent States. It ii sur- 
rounded by powerful enemies who take advan- 
tage of this. It would not be so bad if there 
were only one foreign fbe ; but there are many, 
and if one were driven out another would step 

" There will be a chance for them now to 
show what they can do." 

" Trpe ; and yon will see what they will do. 
Tbey only want the French to open the way. 
We Italians can do the rest ourselvea. It is a 
good time to go to Italy. Ton will see devo- 
tion and patriotism snch as yon never saw be- 
fore. There is no coontrj so beloved as Italy." 

" I think other nations are as patriotic." 

" Other nations i What nations f Do yon 
know thai tho Italians can not leave Italy? It 
is this love that keeps them home. French, 
Germans, Spaniards, Fnrtagoese, English— all 
others leave their homes, and go all over the 
world to live. Italians can not and do not." 

"I have seen Italians in America." 

"Yon hare seen Italian exiles, not emi- 
grants. Or you hare seen them staying there 
for a few years so as to earn a little money to 
go back with. They are only travellers on 
business. Tbey are always nnhafipy, and are 
always cheered by the prospect of getting home 
at lost." 

These Italians were brothers, and from ex 
perience in the world had grown very intelli. 
gent. One had been in the hand-organ buei- 
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nesB, the other in the image-niakiag line. Ital- 
ians can do nothing else in the bOBtling coni- 
muDities of foreign nations. Buttons looked 
witb leapecl upon choee men who thna had car- 
ried their love for their dear Art for years 
through strange landj and uncongenial climes. 

"If I were an Italian I too would be an 
oi^n-grindcr '." he at length exclaimed. 

The Italians did not reply, but evidently 
thought that Buttons could not be in a better 
business. 

"These/taliang," said the Senator, to whom 
Bnttons had told the conTCrsatiou — " these /tal- 
iana," eaid he, after they had gone, "air a 
singular people. They're deficient. They're 
wanting in the leading element of the age. 
They haven't got any idee of the principle 
of pro-gress. They don't nnderstand trade. 
There's where they miss it. What's the use 
of hand-organs? What's the use of dancers? 
What's the use of statoos, whether plaster im- 
ages or marble scniptoor ? Can they clear for- 
ests or build np States ? No, Sir ; and there- 
fore I say (bite this Italian nation will never be 
wuth a cuss until they are inoculated with Che 
spirit of Seventy-six, the principles of ihe Pil- 
grim Fathers, and the doctrines of the Rovo- 
fntion. Boney knows it". — he added, sencen- 
tiously — " bless you, Boney knows it." 

After a sonnd sleep, which lasted until late 
in the following day, they went out 01^ deck. 

There lay Genoa. 

Glorious sight 1 As they stood looking at 
the superh city the sun poured down upon the 
scene his brightest rays. The city rose in suc- 
cessive terraces on the side of a semicircnlar 
slope crowned with massive edifices ; moles 
projected into the harbor terminated by lofty 
towers ; the inner basin was crowded with ship- 
ping, prominent among which were countless 
French ships of war and transports. The yells 
of flibs, the throbbing of drums, the hang of 
muskets, the thunder of cannon, and the simins 
of martial music iilled the air. Boats crowded 



with soldiers constantly passed from the ships 
to the stone qnays, where thousands more wait- 
ed to receive them — soldiers being mixed np 
Hith guns, cannons, wheels, muskets, drama, 
baggage, sails, beams, timbers, camps, mat- 
tresses, casks, boKes, irons, io infinite confusion. 
" We must go ashore here," said Buttons. 
"Does any body know how long the steamer 
will remain here?" 

" A day ! That will be magnificent 1 We 
will be able to see the whole city in that time. 
Let's go and order a boat off." 

The Captain received them politely. 

"What did Messienrs want? To go ashore? 
With the utmost pleasure. Had they theirpass- 
ports ? Of course they had them visid in Mar- 
seilles for Genoa." 

Bnttons looked blank, and feebly inquired : 

"Why?" 

"It's the law. Monsieur. We are prohibited 
from permitting passengers to go ashore nn- 
tess their passports are all right. It's a mere 

"A mere form I" cried Buttons. "Why, 
onrs are vitid for Naples." 

"Naples I" cried the Captain, with a shrug; 
"you are nnforlunate. Messieurs. That will 
not pass yon to Genoa." 

" My dear Sir, you don't mean to tell me 
that, on acconnC of this little informality, you 
will keep ns prisoners on board of this vessel ? 
Consider — " 

" Monsieur," said the Captain, courteously, 
"I did not make these laws. It is the law ; 1 
can not change it 1 should be most happy to 
oblige you, hut I ask you, how is it possible ?'" . 

The Captam was light He coald do noth- 
ing The travellers would hav^ to snallow 
their rage 

Imagine ihem looking all day at the loveli- 
est of Italian sienet — (he glorious city of Genoa, 
with all Its historic assouations'— the cir\ of 
the Donas, the home of Colnmbus, eien now 
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the scene of events npon which the ejes of all 
the world were fastened. 

Imagine them looking npon all tbis, and only 
looking, unable to go near ; seeing all the piep- 
BTOtions for war, bat unable to mingle with the 
warriors. To pace np and down all day ; to 
shake thdr fists at the scene ; to liret, and Tume, 
and chafe nith irrepressible impatience; to 
scold, to rave, to swear — ihU was the lot of the 
unhappy tourists. 

High in the startled heavens rose the thun- 
der of preparations for the war in Lombardy. 
They heard the sounds, but conld not watch 
the scene near at hand. 

The da; was as long as an ordinary week, 
hut at length it came to an end. On the fol- 
lowing morning steam was got up, and they 

"I suppose they will play the same game ■ 
on us at Leghorn," said Dick, moiinifully. 

"WithoQt doubt," said Buttons. "But I 
don't mind ; the bitterness of death is past. I 
can stand anj thing now." 



Again the same tantalizing view of a great 
city from afar. Leghorn lay inviting them, bat 
the unlucky passport kept them on board of the 
vessel. The Senstoi grew impatient, Mr. Figgs 
and the Doctor were testy ; Dick and Buttons 
alone were calm. It was the calmness of de- 

Afler watching Leghorn for hours they were 
taken to Civita Veoehia. Here they rushed 
down below, and dnriitg the short period of 
iheir stay remained invisible. 

At last their voyage ended, and thev entered 
the harbor of Naples. Glorioos N^les'l Naples 
the captivating 1 

' ' Vak N(^)oli, e poi mori .'" 

There was the Bay of Naples — the match- 
teiss, the peerless, the indescribable! There 
the rock of Ischia, the Isle of Capri, there the 
slopes of Sorrento, where never-ending spring 
abides ; there the long sweep of Naples and 
her sister cities ; there Vesuyius, with its thin 
volume of smoke floating like a pennon in the 
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About forty or fifty laiaroni surrotinded the 
Dodge Club when they landed, but to their in* 
tense disgust the latter ignored them altogeth- 
er, and carried their own umbrellas and carpet- 
bags. Bat the laiaroni revenjied themselves. 
As the Doctor stooped to pick up his cane, 
which had fallen, a number of articles dropped 
from his breast-pocket, and among them was a 
revolver, a thing which was tabooed in Naples. 
A Tagged rascal eagerly snatched it and handed 



Even after the travellers hsd started off on 
foot in search of lodgings the lazaronl did not 
desert them. Ten of them followed every- 
where. At intervals they respectfully offered 
to carry their baggage, or show them to n 
hotel, whichever was roost agreeable to their 
Noble Excellencies. 

Their Noble Excellencies were in despair. 
At length, stnmbling npon the Cafe' dell' Eu- 
Topa, they rushed in and passed three honrs 
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onr their break&st. Thit done, thay coDgrat- 
nlated IhemselveB on baring gat rid of their 

fbllowera. 



lav! 



ticarcely bad they emerged &om the cafif 
than Dick nttered a cry of horror. From be- 
hind n cumer advanced (heir ten friends, with 
the same calm demeanor, the same Dornffled 
and even chearfal patience, and the some re- 
spectful offer of their hnmble tecriixa. 

In despair they separated. Bntions and 
Dick olrtained lodgings in tbe Strada di San 
BartoUotneo. The Senator and the other two 
engaged pleasant rooms on the Strada Noova, 
which overkirdwd the Bay. 

Certainly Naples is a very corioos place. 
There are magnificent edifices — palaces, mon- 
nmeats, castles, fortresses, churches, and cathe- 
drals. There are niBJesIic rows of buildings ; 
gay shops, splondidly decorated ; stately colon- 
nades, and gaidem Hie Paradise. There are 
streets nnrivalled for gayety, Cbrerer filled to 
overflowing with the busy, the laughing, the 
jolly; dashing officers, noisy soldiers, nigged 
lazaronJ, proad nobles, sickly beggars, lovely 
ladies; troops of cavalry galloping up and 
down ; ten thousand calechea dashing to and 
&o. There is variety enough evcrjwbere. 

All the trades are diridecl, and arranged in 
different pans of the city. Here are the lock- 
smiths, there Iha cabinet-makers; here the 
builders, there the annorerB ; in this place the 
baskei-weaverB, in that the cork-makers. 

And most amusing of all is the street most 
favored of the lazaroni. Here they live, and 
move, and have their being ; here they are 
bom, thej grow, they wed, they rear faoiilies, 
they eat, and drink, and die. A long array of 
furnaces extends np the street; over each is a 
siew.pan, and behind each a cook armed with 
an enormons ladle. At all hours of the day the 
cook serves up niucaroni to enstomars. This is 
the diet of ihe people. 

In the cellars buhiud those lines (f stew pane 



are the eating-honses of the vulgar — low, grimy 
places, floors incmsled with mud, tables of 
thick deal worn by a thoosand homy hands, 
slippery with ten thousand upset dishes of msc- 
arooi. Here the pewter plates, and the iron 
knives, forks, and spoons are chained to the 
massive tables. How utter must the deaticn- 
tion be when it U thought necessary to chain 
Dp snch worthless trash t 

Into one of these places went Buttons and 
Dick iu their study of human nature. They 
sat at the table. A huge dish of macaroni was 
served up. Fifty guests stopped to look at Uie 
new-comers. The waiters winked at the cus- 
tomers of the house, and thrust thdr tongnea 
in their cheeks. 

IMck could not eat, but the more philosoph- 
ical Buttons made an extremely hearty meal, 
And pronounced the macaroni dellclons. 

On landing in a city which swarmed with 
beggars the first thonght of our tourists was. 
How tbe mischief do they all live 7 There are 
sixty thousand lazaroni in this gay ci^. The 
average amount of clothing lo each man is 
abont one-third of a pair of trowsers and a 
woolen cap. But after spending a day or two 
the question changed iis form, and became. 
How the mischief can they all help living? 
Food may be picked np in the streets. Eand- 
fuls of oranges and other fhiits sell for next to 
nothing; strings of figs cost aboDt a cent. 

The consequence is that these sixty thousand 
people, fellow-creatures of ours, who are known 
as the lazaroni of Naples, whom we half pity 
and altogether despise, and loolrupon as tbe 
lowest members of the Caucasian race, are not 
altogether very miserable. On the contrary, 
taken as a whole, they form the raggedesl, 
oiliest, fattest, drollest, noisiest, sleekest, dirti- 
est, ignoraniest, prejndlcedest, narrow-mlnded- 
est, shirtlessest, clotbeslessest, idlest, carcless- 
est,jolliest, absurdest, rascaliest — but still, for 
all that, perhaps — taken all In all — the happi- 
est comir unity on the face of the earth 
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al Bong? "Oh yra I happy 
bejond expieedoD to do so.'' 
The resalt, Kfter len l«C8oii% 
was BomethiDg like tbia : 
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TsE lodginga of Battoiu and Dick ware in a 
remarlcabl; centnJ part of Naples. Tlie land- 
lord wsB a true Neapolitan; a handsome, gij, 
witty, noisy, lively, (ascally, covetoos, nngrate- 
Tnl, deceitful, eunning, good-heanod old gcoan- 
dfel, who look advantage of bis gueats in a 
thoDsand ways, and never spoke to them witb- 
ont tryJDg to hUmbng tbem. He was the fa- 
ther of a pretty daughter who had all hec par- 
ent's nature somewhat toned donm, and expand- 
ed in a feminine moald. 

Buttons had a cbivalrons son], and so bad 
Dick; the vivaeity of this very friendly yonnR 
lady was like an oasis in the wilderness of 
travel. In the evening they lorad to sit in Ibe 
sunshine of her smile. She was singularly 
nneonvendonal, this landlord's daughter, and 
made many informal calls on bar two lodgers 
in their apartment. 

An innocent, sprightfy little maid — name Do- 
lores— age leventeeo— complexion olive — hair 
jet black — eyes likes lars, lar^ie. luminons, and 
at the same time twinklinf: — was anxious Co 
learn English, especially to sing English songs ; 
and eo naed to bring her guitar and sing for the 
Americans. Would they teach her (heir nation- 



She used to dug this in the 
most charming manner, espe- 
cially the last word in the last 
line. Not the least charm in 
ber manner was her evident 
conviction that she had mas- 
tered the English language. 

"Was it not an astonisb- 
inf[ thing for so young a Sign- 
orina to know English f 

"Oh, it was indeed I" sold 
ButUms, who knew Italian 
very well, and bad the lion 's 
sbare of the ciHivaraation al- 

" And they sud her accent 
was fine?" 

" Oh, most beautiful I " 

■■ Bellissima ! Belliseima!" 

repeated little Dolores, and 

she would langb amil her eyes 

overflowed with delighted van- 



"Conld any Rignoriiia 
Americana learn Italian in so 
ahortaUme?" 

"No,notone. Tbcjhadnotthespirit. They 
eonld never equal ber most beautiful accent." 

" Ah ! yon say all the time that my accent is 
most beantifal.'' 

One day she picked np a likeness of a yonng 
lady which was lying on the table. 

" Who is this ?" she asked, ^rupdy, of But- 



"Ob yes! I know; but is die a relative ?" 

" No." 

' ' Are you manied I" 

" No." 

" la this your affianced?" 

" Tea." 

" Ah, how strangel What will yoti be?— a 
soldier or an advocate ?" 

" Neither. I will be a priest." 

"A prieatt Signer, what is it that you lell 
me? How can this be your affianced lady?" 

"Ob! in our country the priests all marry, 
and live in beautiful little cottages, with a gar- 
den in front." 

This Dolores treated with the most contempt^ 
nous increduU^. Who ever heard of such a 
thing? Imposaible! Moreover, it was so ab- 
surd. Bntlona told ber that be was affianced 
five years ago. 

" An eternity 1 " exclfumed Dolores. ' ' How 
can you wait? But yon must have been veiy 
young," 

" Young ? Yea, only sixteen-'' 
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" Bleued and mcnl »enerable Viipn !, Only 
lixieeD 1 And b Ae the moat beaatihil girl 
joo know ?" 

"No." 

" Where have 700 seen one more so?" 

" In Naples." 

"Who is she?" 

" An Italian." 

"Wbftiishername?" 

"Dolores." 

" Thai's mo." 

This was prettj direct ; bat Dolores mig frank, 
and required frankness from others. Somejoung 
ladies would have considered this loo coarse and 
open to be accepiahle. But Dolores had so high 
an opinion of herself that she took it for sincere 
homage. So she half clijsed her eyes, lenned 
back in her chair, looked Inngnishin^ly at But- 
tons, and then borst into a merry fieat uf niuKic- 
al laughter. 

"I think I am the most beantiful giil you 

It was BntlonR's Inni to laugh. He lold Do- 
lores that she wax quiia right, and i-epeaied her 
liivorite word, " Bellissima !" 

One evening when Dick was alone in the 
roont B knock came to the door. 

" Wae be disengaged?" 

" Oh, qnite." 

"The Signora in the room next—" 

"Yes." 

" Would be happy to see him." 

"Now?" 

"Yes, as soon as lie liked." 




The Signora did not have to wait long. I>> 
less time than it takes to tell tliia Dick stood 
with his beat how before her. How he con- 
jtratulaled himself on having studied Italian '. 
The lady reclined on a sofa. She was about 
thirty, and undeniably prelty. A guitar lay at 
her feet. Books were scattered around — French 
novels, and maauala of devotion. Intelligence 
beamed from her lai^, expressive ejes. How 
delightfiill Here was an adveutare, perhaps a 
fair conquest. 

" Good-evening, Signor !" 

"I kiss the hands to your ladyship," ewd 
Dick, mastering a. sentence from Ollendorlf. 

" Pardon me for this liheny." 

" I assure you it gives me the greatest happi- 
ness, and I am wholly at your service." 

"I have anderstood that yon are an Ameri- 

"I am, Signora." 

"And this is your first visit to Naples?" 
" My Bret, Signora." 
" How does Naples please yon f " 
"Exceedingly. The beaulifol city, the crowd- 
ed streets, the delightful views — above all, the 
moat charm in)! ladies." 

A bow— a slight fluah passed over the lady's 
face, and Dick whispered to himself— 

"Well put, Dick, my boy — deuced well put 
for a beginner." 

" To come to the point," said the lady, with 
a aigh. — ("Ah, here we have itl" thought 
Dick — the point — bieased moment !) — " I would 
not have ventured to trouble you for any slight 
caose, Signor, but this nearly concerns myself." — 
(Keep down — our heart, murmured 
Dick — cool, you dt^ — cool!) — "My 
happiness and my tendercst feel- 
ings — " (Dick's sutTnsed eyes ex- 
pressed deep sympathy.) — "I thought 

"Ah, Signoral" 

"And not being acquainted with 
you — " (What a shame ! — aside) — 
"I conclndodto waive all formality" 
— (Social forms are generally a nui- 
sance to ardent souls — otide) — "and 
to communicate at once with yon." 

"Signora, let me assure yon that 
this is the happiest moment in mv 
life." 

The Si^ora looked surprised, but 
went on in a sottof preoccupied way; 
" I want to know if you can tell me 
any thing about my brother." 

" Brother 1" 

"Who is now in America." 

Dick opened his eyes. 

" I thought that perhaps yon could 
tell me how he is. I have not heard 
from him for two years, and feel very 

Dick sat for a moment surprised et 
this unexpected turn. The lady's 
anxiety abont her brother he conhl 
see was not feigned. So he concealed 
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tnpered down until the eii' 
trance of a gentleman brouRlit 
It w a cloae. Dick buiired 
himself out. 

"At HD}' nit«," he mur- 
mared ' if the ladf wanted to 
inspect me she hod b chani^e, 
end if Btie wanted to pninp 
me she ought to be satUfied." 

One evening Buttons and 
Dick came in and fonnd a 
stranger ehatting familiarly 
with the landlord and a joang 
hussar The stranger was 
dressed like a cavolry officer, 
and was the most astounding 
fop that the two Americans 
had ever seen. He paced np 
and down, head erect, chest 
thrown out, sabre clanking, 
spurs Jingling, eyes sparkling, 
ineffable smile. He strode np 
> youths, spun round 
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his disappointment, and in his r 
manner infbrved her that he bad not Been her 
. Iirother ; but if she could tell him his name, and 
the place where he was liring, he might be able 
to t«ll something about him. 

"His name," sighed the lady, "is Giulio 
Fanti." 

" And the place ?" 

"Hio Janeiro," 

" Ko Janeiro?'' 

"Yes," said the lady, slowly. 

Dick was in despair. Not Hi know any thing 
of ber brother would make her think him stu- 
pid. So he attempted to explain : 

"America," he began, " is a very large conn- 
try — larger, in fact, than the whole Kingdom 
of Naples. It is principally iubabiied by sav- 
ages, who are very hostile to the whites. The 
whiteshaTea few cities, however. In the North 
the whites all apeak English. In the South they 
all speak Spanish. The Soulb Americans are 
good Catholics, and respect the Holy Father ; 
but tliB English in the North are all heretics. 
Consequently there is scarcely any communica- 
tion between the two districts." 

The lady bad heard somewhere that in (he 
American wars thej employed the savages to 
assist them. Dick acknowledged the trntb of 
this with candor, but with pain. She wonid 
see by this why be was unable to Cell ber any 
thing about her brother. His not knowing 
that brother was now the chief sorrow of hia 
life. The lady earnestly hoped that Bio Ja- 
neiro was well protected from the savages. 

" Ob, perfectly so. The fortifications of that 
city are impregnable." 

Dick thas sndeaiored to give the lady an 
idea of America. The conversation gradaallj 



ground waved bis hand pal 
ronizingly, and welcomed 
them In. 

" A charming night, gallant gentlemen. A 
bewitching night. All Naples is alive. All the 
world is going. Are yon ?" 

The young men stared, and coldly asked 
where? 

"Ha, ha, ha!" A merry peal of langhici' 
rang out. "Absolntely — if the young Amer- 
icans are not stupid. They don't know me!" 

"Dolores!" exclaimed Buttons. 

" Yes," exclaimed the other. " How do yon 
likema? Amlnatural?— eh? military ? Do 
I look terrible?" 

And Dolores skipped up and down with a 
strut beyond description, breathing hard and 
frowning. 

" If <ron look so fierce yon will frighten us 
away." said Buttons. 

" How do I look now?" she said, standhig 
full before him with folded arms, a la Napoleon 
at St. Helena. 

"Bellissiinat Belliasima!" said Buttons, in 
unfeigned admiration. 

"Ah!" ejaculated Dolores, smacking her 
lips, and puffing out her little dimpled cheeks. 
" Oh !" and her eyes sparkled more brightly 
with perfect joy aird self-con tcntmcnt. 

"And what is all this for?" 

" Is it possible that you do not know?" 

" I have no idea." 

"Then listen. It is at the Royal Opera- 
house. It will be the greatest masquerade ball 

"Oh — a masquerade ball I— and you?" 
" I ? I go OS a haudaome young officer to 
break tbe hearts of the ladies, and have such 
rare sport. My brave cousin, yonder gallant 
soldier, goes with me." 

Tbe brave cousin, who was a big, heavy-head- 
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ed fellow, grinned ia acknowledgment, bat said 

The Rojal Opera-home at Naples is the 
larfiest, the grandest, and the most capocionsin 
the world. An immenaa stage, an enonuooa 
pit all thrown into one TB9t room, Burroanded 
by innnmerable boxes, all rising, tier abore 
tier — myriads of dancers, mjriads of masks, 
myriad* of spectators — so the scene appeared. 
Moreover, the Neapolitan is a bom buffoon. 
Nowhere is he so nataral as at a masquerade. 
The mnsic, the crowd, ihe brilliant lights, the 
incessant motion ate all intoxication to this im- 
pressible being. 

The Semtlor lent the coancenance of his 
preBonce — not from curiosity, bncfrom a benev- 
olent desire to keep his young friends out of 
trouble. He narrowlyescapedbeingprohibited 
from entering by making an outrageous fuss at 
the door about some paltry change. He actual- 
ly imagined that it was pos^bla to get the right 
change for a large coin in Naples. 

The multitudes of moving tbrms made the 
new-comera dizzy. There were all kinds of 
fimtastic fignres. Lions pulkod with sjlphs, 
crocodiles chased serpents, giants walked arm 
in arm with dwarlVi, elephants on two legs ran 
nimbly about, beating eveiy body with huge 
probosces of inflated India rubber. Fretly girls 
in dominos abounded ; eveiy body whose face 
was risible was on the broad grin. All classes 
vere rej. resented The wealthiest nobles en 
leiod into the spirit ot the scene with as great 







s the humblest artisan who treated his 
sweet-heart with an entrance ticket. 
Our friends all wore black dominos, "just 
for the fun of the thing." Every body knew 
tbat they were English or American, which is 
just the same ; for Englishmen and Americans 
are oniTereally recogniiable by the rigidity of 
their muscles. 

A bevy of masked beauties were attracted by 
the colossal ibrm of the Senator. To say that 
he was bewildered would express bis sensations 
bat faintly. He was distracted. He looked 
fbr Buttons. Buttons was chatting with a little 
domino. He tumedto Dick. Dick was walk- 
ing off with a rhinoceros. To Figgs and the 
Doctor. Figgs and the Doctor were exchang- 
ing glances with a couple of lady codBshes and 
trying to look amiable. The Senator gave a 
^ckly smile. 

" What'n thnoder'll I do ?" he mottered. 
Two dominos took either arm. A third slooil 
smilingly before him. A fourth tried to appro- 
priate his left hand. 

"Will your Excellency dance with one of us 
at a time," said No. 4, with a Tnscan accent, 
" or will yon dance with all of us at once?'' 
The Seaalor looked helplessly at her. 
" He does not know how," said No 1. " He 
has passed his life among the stars " 

"Begone, irreverBnt ones !"> said Ho. 8. 
" This is an American prince. He said I should 
be bis partner 

' B h ' malidettft 1 " cned Ho 2 'He told 
me the same hut he said he 
nas a Milor Inglese 

No i thereupon gave a smart 
pull at the Senator s hand to 
draw him off Whereupon No. 
2 did the same No 3 licf-an 
singing Come e bello!" and 
Ho 1 stood coaxing him to 
Flv with her A crowd 
of idlers gathered gnnningly 

My goodness groaned 
Iha Senator Me' the— the 

representative of a reipeclable 
(onstituencv the elder of a 
PreEbvlenan chnrch the pres- 
ident of a temperance society; 
Che deliverer of tbat famous 
Fourth of July oration ; the 
father of a family — me! to be 
treated thus' Who air these 
femaleB ? Air they countesses f 
Is this the way ihe foreign no- 
bility treat an American cit- 
izen? 

But the ladies pulled and the 
crowd gnnned. The Senator 
endeavored to remonstrate. 
Then he tried to pull his arms 
away ; bat Anding that impos- 
sible he looked in a piieoa" 
manner, first at one, and then 
at the other. 
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" He ivantg, I tell jod, to be m; pBrtner," 
Boid No. I. 

" Ball I " cried No. 3, derinTely i "heintende 
to be mine. I nndentand the nntiooal dance 
of his coantrr — the fuaons jeeg IrlandeK." 

" MBS. 1 ! I" 

The Senator ihonted Mm one word in a sMn- 
torian voice. The ladiee dropped his arms and 

" I Bay, Mra. I" criad the Senator. *' Look 
here. He no speekj /-Calian — me American. 
Me come jiiBt seeiee fnn, yon know— tee apoart 
—yon nnd-etaud? Ha? Hnm !" 

The ladies clapped their bands, and cried 
"BraToI" 

Quite a crowd gathered aronnd them. The 
Senator, imprened with the idea that, to make 
foreimien anderstand, it was only necessary to 
yell load enough, bawled xo londly that ever ao 
man; dancers stopped. Among these Buttons 



came nearwith the little 
Domino. Little Dom- 
ino stopped, langhed, 
clapped her bands, and 
pointed to the Senator. 

The Senator was jell- 
ing vehemently in bro- 
ken English to a laice 
crowd of masks. He 
told them that he had a 
large famil; ; that he 
owned a factory; that he 
was a man of weight, 
character, inflnence, pop- 
ularity, i^ealth ; that he 
came hers merely to 
study their manners and 
cnstomB. He dieclaimed 
any intention to partici- 
pate in their amuse- 
ments just then, or to 
make acquaintances. — 
He would be proud to 
Tisit them all at their 
houses, or see them at 
bis apartments, or — oi^ 
in short, would be hap- 
py to do any thing if 
they would only let him 
go in peace. 

The crowd langhed, 
chattered, and tout- 
ed "Bravo!" at ev- 
ery pause. Tbe Senator 
was covered with shame 
atid perspiration. What 
wonld have become of 
bim Anally it is impos- 
sible to guess ; bat, for- 
tunately, at Ihia extrem- 
ity he caught sight of 
Buttons. To dash away 
fVom the charming la- 
dles, to burst through the 
crowd, and to aeise the 
arm of Buttons was but 
the work of a moment. 

"Buttons! ButtansI Buttons! Help me I 
These confounded /-talian wimmini Take 
tbem away. Tell tbem to leave me be. Tell 
them I don't know them — don't want to bave 
them hanging ronnd me. Tell them Fm your 
father I" cried the Senator, his voice rising to 

arm. 

nd him by this 

Goodneaa I" aaid Buttons; "you are in a 
Why did you make yourself bo agreeable 7 
ao many ? Why, it's too bad. One at 






"Buttons," said the Senator, solemnly, "is 
this a time fOr joking? For Heaven's sake get 

" Come, then ; you must run for it." 
He seized tbe Senator's right arm. The lit- 
tle Domino clung to bis other. Away they 
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started. It was a full run. ^ shout arose. So 
arises the shout in Rome along the bellowing 
Corao when the horses are starting for the Car- 
nival races. It was a long, loud shout, gather- 
ing and growing and deepening as it rose, till 
it burst on high in one^ grand thunder-clap of 
sound. 

Away went the Senator like the wind. The 
dense crowd parted on either side with a rush. 
The Opera-house is several hundred feet in 
length. Down this entire distance the Senator 
ran, accompanied by Buttons and the little 
Domino. Crowds cheered him as he passed. 
Behind him the passage-waj closed up, and a 
long trail of screaming maskers pressed after 
him. The louder they shouted the faster the 
Senator ran. At length they reached the oth- 
er end. 

<'Do yon see that box?" asked Buttons, 
pointing to one on the topmost tier. 

"Yes, yes.'» 

" Fly ! Run for your life ! It's your only 
hope. Get in there and hide till we go 1" 

The Senator vanished. Scarcely had his 
coat-tails disappeared through the door when 
the pursuing crowd arrived there. Six thou- 
sand two hundred and twenty-seven human be- 
ings, dressed in every variety of costume, on 
finding that the runner had vanished, gave vent 
to their excited feelings by a loud cheer for the 
interesting American who had contributed so 
greatly to the evening's enjoyment. 

Unlucky Senator ! Will it be believed that 
even in the topmost box his pursuers followed 
him ? It was even so. About an hour after- 
ward Buttons, on coming near the entrance, 
encountered him. His face was pale but reso- 
lute, his dress disordered. He muttered a few 
words about " durned /-talian countesses," and 
hurried out. 

Buttons kept company with the little Dom- 
ino. Never in his life had he passed so agree- 
able an evening. He took good care to let his 
companion know this. At length the crowd 
began to separate. The Domino would go. 
Buttons would go with her. Had she a car- 
riage ? No, she walked. Then he would walk 
with her. 

Buttons tried hard to get a carriage, but all 
were engaged. But a walk would not be un- 
pleasant in such company. The Domino did 
not complain. She was vivacious, brilliant, de- 
lightful, bewitching. Buttons had been trying 
all the evening to find out who she was. In 
vain. 

" Who in the world is she ? I must find out, 
so that I may see her again." This was his 
one thought. 

They approached the Strada Nuova. 

** She is not one of the nobility, at any rate," 
he thought, " or she would not live here." 

They turned up a familiar street. 

" How exceedingly jolly ! She can't live far 
away from my lodgings." 

They entered the Strada di San Bartolomeo. 

'* Hanged if she don't live in the same street !" 



A strange thought occurred. It was socm 
confirmed. They stopped in front of Button s's 
own lodgings. A light gleamed over the door. 
Another flashed into the soul of Buttons. The 
Domino took off her mask and turned her face 
up to Buttons. That face, dimpled, smiling, be- 
witching ; flashing, sparkling eyes ; little mouth 
with its rosy lips ! 

" Dolores r 

* * Blessed saints, and Holy Virgin ! Is it pos- 
sible that you never suspected ?" 

" Never. How could I when I thought yon 
were dressed like a dragoon ?" 

"And you never passed so happy an even- 
ing ; and you never had so fascinating and 
charming a partner ; and you never heard such 
a voice of music as mine ; and you can never 
forget me through all life ; and you never can 
hope to find any one equal to me !" said Do- 
lores, in her usual laughing volubility. 

" Never !" cried Buttons. 

" Oh dear! I think you must love me very 
much." 

And a merry peal of laughter rang up the 
stairs as Dolores, evading Button s's arm, which 
that young man had tried to pass about her 
waist, dashed away into the darkness and out 
of sight. ■ 



CHAPTER VIIL 

ADVENTURES AND MISADYENTUBES. — ^A WET GROT- 
TO AND A BOILING LAKE. — THE TWO PAIR 
SPANIARDS, AND THE DONKEY RIDE. 

The Grotto of Posilippo is a most remarkable 
place, and, in the opinion of every intelligent 
traveller, is more astonishing than even the Hoo- 
sac Tunnel, which nobody will deny except the 
benighted Bostonian. 

The city of Pozzuoli is celebrated for two 
things; first, because St. Paul once landed 
there, and no doubt hurried away as fast as he 
could ; and, secondly, on account of the im- 
mense number of beggars that throng around 
the unhappy one who enters its streets. 

The Dodge Club contributed liberally. The 
Doctor gave a cork-screw ; the Senator, a blade- 
less knife ; Dick, an old lottery ticket ; Buttons, 
a candle-stump ; Mr. Figgs, a wild-cat bank- 
note. After which they all hurried away on 
donkeys as fast as possible. 

The donkey is in his glory here. Nowhere 
else does he develop such a variety of forms — 
nowhere attain such an infinity of sizes — nowhere 
emit so impressive a bray. It is the Bray of 
Naples. '*It is like the thunder of the night 
when the cloud bursts o'er Con a, and a thou- 
sand ghosts shriek at once in the hollow wind." 

There is a locality in this region which the 
ancients named after a certain warm region 
which no refined person ever permits himself to 
mention in our day. Whatever it may have 
been when some Roman Tityrus walked pipe in 
mouth along its shore, its present condition 
renders its name singularly appropriate and 
felicitous. Here the party amused themselves 
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nith a lunch of figs und oranges, which they 
tethered indiscrimiDntel; from orchards and 
gardens on the road-side. 

There was the La^e Lacrine. ATerno and 
the Elyeiaa Fields were there. The ruins of 
Caligula's Bridge dotted the sarface of the sea. 
Tet the charms of all these classic scenes were 
eclipsed in the tonrists' eyca by those of a nam- 
t)er of pretly peasants girls who stood washing 
clothes in the limpid waters of the lake. 

It was in this neighborhood that thej found 
the Grotto of the Cnmsean Sibyl. They fbllow- 
eil the intelligent cicerone, armed witJi lorehes, 
into a gloomy tunnel. The intelligent cicerone 
walked before them with the air of one who had 
something to show. Seren stout peasants fol- 
lowed after. The caTem was as dark as possi- 
b!e, and extended apparently for an endless dis- 

■e at abont two miles, 



latter looked as a 



\a as his trembling bear- 



The Americans wi 



"But hi 






"How? Why, on the broad backs of the 
stoat peasantB, who all Stood poliialj ofleriug 
ihcir humble servicer." The guide went first. 
Buttons, without more ado, got on the back of 
the nearest Italian and followed. Dii^ ctcuie 
Tient ; then the Doctor. Mr. Fi>;ga and the 
Senator followed in the same dignified manner 

They descended for some distance, and hnally 
came to water about three feet deep. Aa the 
roof waa low, and only rose three feet above the 
ivater, the party had some diffleully, not only in 
keeping their feet oat of the water, 
but also in breathing. At length tlicy 
I'ame to a chamber about twelve feet 
square. From this they passed on to 
nnother of the same size. Thence to 
another. And so on. 

Arriiing at the last, Bearer No. 1 
ijnietly deposited Buttons on a raised 
stone platforra, which fortunately 
arose about half an inch above the 
water. I'hree other bearers did the 
same. Mr, Figgs looked forlornly 
about him, and, being a tat man, 
seemed to grow somewhat apoplectic. 
Dick beguiled the lime by lighting his 
jiipo. 

" So this is the Grotto of the Cn- 
mtean Sibyl, is it?" said Bnttons. 
"Then all I can say is that — " 

What he was going to say was loKt 
by a loud cry which interrupted him 
iind startled all. It came from the 
iither chamber. 

"The Senator Piaid Dick. 

It was indeed his welt-known voice. 
There was a plash and a groan. Im- 
mediately afterward a man staggered 
intoiheroom. He was deathly pale, 
and tottered feebly under the tremen- 
dous weight of the Senator. The 



"Damit! Isay," bocried. "Darnitl Don't! 
Don't!" 

"Diavo-lol" muttered the Italian. 

And in the next instant plnmp went the Sen- 
ator into the water. A scene then followed 
that bafiSes description. The Senator, rising 
fl'om bis unexpected bath, foaming and sputter, 
ing, the Italian praying for forgiveness, the 
loud voices of all the others shonting, calling, 
and laughing. 

The end of it was that they all left as soon ns 
^possible, and the Senator indignantly waded 
hack through the water himself. A furious row 
with the unfortunate bearer, whom the Senator 
refused to pay, formed a beautifully appropriate 
termination to their visit to this classic bpot. 
The Senator was so diatarbed by this misud 
venture that his wrath did not subside until his 
trowsers were thoronghlj dried. This, bow- 
ever, was accoraptished at last, under the warm 
sun, and then be looked around him with his 
asual complacency. 

The next spot of interest which attracted 
them was -the Hall of the Snbteminean Lake. 
In this place there is a cavern in the centre of 
a hill, which is approached by a passage of some 
conaiderable length, and in the subterranean 
cavern a pool of water boils and hubbies. The 
□sual crowd of obliging peasantiy surrounded 
them as they entered the vestibule ot this inter 
eat ng place It loa a dingy looking chamber 
out of wh el two narrow subterranean passages 
ran A gnmy sooty blackened figure stood 
before tl em with torches 
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" FolIoiT !" 

Tbis wa« all that he coodeaMnded to 
say, after lighiiog liia torches snd du- 
nibnling tbem to tiii visitors. He 
stalked off, and stooping down, darted 
into the low passoge-waj. The cicerone 
rollowod, then Bnttone, then Dick, then 
the Senator, then the Doctor, then Mr. 
Figgs. The ur vat intensely hot, and 
the passage-waj grew lower. Mure- 
orer, the smoke from the torches filled 
the air,' blinding and choking them. 

Mr. Figgg (altered. Fat, and not by 
any means nimble, he came to a panse 
about twenty feet bom the entmnce, 
and, making a sadden tnni darted oat. 
The Doctor was taJl and anaccastom 
ed to bend his perpendicalar form 
Half choked and panting heavily he too 
gave ap, and taming abont rushed out 
after Mr. Figga. 

The other three went on bravely 
Buttons sod Dick, becaase they had 
long since made op their minds to see 
every thing that presented itself and 
the Senator, hecanse when he started on 
an enterprise he was incapable of tttrn- 
ing back. 

After a time the passsge went slopltig 
steeply down. At the bottom of the 
declivity was a pond of water bubbbng 
and steaming. Down this they ran 
Now the slope was extremely slippery 
and the subterranean chamber was hut 
funlly illuminated by the torches And 
so it came to pass that, as the Senator 
ran down after the others, they had 
barely reached the bottom when 
Jhuwp/ 

At once all turned round with a start. 
Not too qnickly ; for there lay the Senator, 
hack, sliding, in an oblique direction, straight 
toward the pool. His booted feet were already 
in the seething waves j his nails were dng into 
the slippery soil ; be was shontlng fbr help. 

To grasp his hand, his collar, his leg — to jerk 
him away and place him upright, was the work 
of a shorter time than is taken to tell it. 

The guide now wanted them to wait till he 
boiled aoegg. The Senator remonstrated, stat- 
ing that be had already nearly boiled a leg. 
The Senator's opposition overpowered the wishes 
of the others, and the party proceeded to return. 
Pale, grimy with soot, panting, covered with 
huge drops of perspiration, they bunt into the 
chamber where the others were waiting — first 
Buttons, then Dick, then the Senator coi'eri 
with mnd and slime. 

The latter gentleman did not answer much 
the eaf>er inquiries of his Mends, but muntaitied 
a solemn silenfc. The two former loudly and 
volnbly descanted on Che accumnlated horrors 
of the subterranean way, the narrow passage, 
the salphuroas air, the lake of boiling floods. 

In this outer chamber their attention was di- 
rected to a number of ancient relics. These 




are oKred for sale in sach abundance that they 
may be considered stifle articles of commerce 
in this conntiy. 

So skillfnl are the manufacturers that they can 
produce unlimited supplies of the following arti- 
cles, and many others too numerous to mention ; 



Kito of C«|J»» ; 



And other places too nanerons to mention) 
all supplied to order ; all of which are eaten by 
rust, and warranted to be covered by the canker 
and the mould of antiquity. 

The good gnide earnestly pressed some inter- 
esting relics upon their attenUon, bnt without 
marked success. And now, as the honr of dln> 
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ner approached ihej made 
the best of their waj to a 
neighboring inn which com 
manded a fiae view of the 
bay. Emerging from the 
chamber the guide followed 
them, offenng bis wat«s. 

"Tell me be cried, n a 
BODorons voice, oh moat no- 
ble Amencans bow much 
will yon give for tbi* most 

" Un' mesio carlioo, " said 
Dick. 

" Un' mezzo cailino 11!" 

The man's band, which bad 
been uplifted to display the 
va«e, fell downward as he eaid 
this. His tall fignre gren less 
and less disUnct as they went 
further awa; ; bat long afW 
he wai out of sight the phnn- 
toni of bi» reproachful fare 
haunted their minda. 

After dinner they went out 
on the piazza in front of the 
hotel. Two SpaniHh ladies 
were there, whose dwk eyes 
prnduced an instantaneoas efibct npon the im- 
pressible heart of Buttons. 

They sat side by side, leauin); against the stone 
baluetrade. They were smoking cigarettes, 
and the effect prodaced by waving their pretty 
hands as they took the cigarettes from their 
mouths was, to uy the least, bewildering. 

Buttons awaited his opportunity, and did not 
have to wait long. Whether it was that they were 
willing to gire the young American a chance, or 
whether it was really nnaToidable, can not be 
said, bat certainly one of the fiiir Spaniards 
found that har cigarette had gone oat. A pret- 
ty look of despair, and an eqnaily pietCy gesture 
of rexation, showed at once the state of things. 
Upon which Buttons stepped np, and with a, bow 
that would bare dons honor to Chesterfield, pro- 
duced a bos. of scented allnmettes, and lighting 
one, gravely held it forward. The foir Spaniard 
smiled bewitchi^ly, and bending forward with- 
out hesitation to light her cigarette, brought her 
rosy ti)iB into bewildering proximity to Buttons's 

It was a trying moment. 

The amiable expression of the ladies' feces, 
combined with the softly-spoken thanks of the 
lady whom Buttons lirst addressed, encouraged 
him. The conseqaonce was, that in about five 
minutes more he was occupying a seat opposite 
them, chatting as familiarly as ihoogb he were 
an old playmate. Dick looked on with admira- 
tion ; the others with envy. 

"How in the world does it happen," asked 
the Senator, " that Buttons knows the lingo of 
every body he meets ?" 

"He can't help it," said Dick. "These 
Continental languages are all alike ; know one, 
and you've got the key to the others — that 




is with French, Italian, Spanish, and Portu- 

" And look at him now !" cried the Senator, 
his eye beaming with cordial admiration. 

" You may well look at him I" sighed Dick. 
" Two such pretty girls as these won't turn np 
again in a harry. Spaniards too ; I always ad- 
mired them." And he walked down to the 
shore humming to himself something about 
"the girls of Cadiz." 

The ladies informed Buttons that thej were 
traveUing with tbeir brother, and had been 
through BoBsia, Gertoany, England, France, 
and were now traversing Italy ; did not like tho 
three first-mentioned countries, but were charm- 
ed with Italy. 

Their maveii was delightful. Buttons found 
out that the name of one was Lncia, and tlie 
other Ida. For Che life of him he did oot know 
which be admired most ; but, on the whole, rath- 
er inclined to the one to whom he had offered 
the light — Ida. 

He WHS equally frank, and let them know 
his name, his country, his creed. They were 
shocked at his creed, pleased with his country, 
and amused at his name, which thej pro- 
nounced, " Seiior Bo-to-nes." 

After about an hour their brother came. He 
was a small man, very active, and fall of vivac- 
ity. Instead of looking fiercely at the stian- 
ger, be shook hands with him very cordially. 
Before doing this, however, he took one short, 
quick survey of his entire person, from his felt 
hat down to bis Congress boots. The conse- 
quence was chat Buttons deserted his compan- 
ions, and went off with the ladies. 

Dick took the lead of the party on the return 
home. They viewed the conduct of Bnttons 
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with diepleasnre. The Senator did not bIiow 
hie niual serenity. 

The pany were all ridine on donhefS. To 
do this on die minnte animala which (he Nea- 
politana furnish it is necesgnrj to seat one's self 
on the stem of the animal, anil draw the legs 
wellup, so that thej may not trail on the ground. 
The appearance of the rider from behind is thnl 
of a Satyr dressed in the l^hion of the n: 
teenth century. Nothing can be more rid' 
lousthan the sight of a figure dressed in afrock- 
coat and beaver bat, and lerminaled by Che legs 
and tail of a donkey. 

As it was getting late the party hurried. The 
ilonkeys were put on the full gallop. First rode 
the gnidc, then ihe others, last of whom was the 
Senator, wtiose great weijiht was a sore trial to 
the Utile donkey. 

They neared Fozzuoli, when suddenly the 
itenaCor gave his little beast a smart whack U> 
hasten his steps. The donkey lost all patience. 
With H jump he leaped fbrward. Away he 
went, far ahead of the others. The saddle, 
whose cinh was rather old, slipped off. The 
Senator held on tightly. In vain '. Just as he 
roanded a comer formed by a projecting sand- 
hank the donkey slipped. Down went the rider ; 
doWn went the donkey also — rider and beast 
floundering in the dusty road. 

A merry peal of ill-suppressed laughter came 
from the road-side as he rolled into view. It 
came from a carriage. In the carriage were the 
Spaniards— there, too, was Buttons. 



CHAPTER IX. 



To hire a carriage in Naples for any length 
of time is hy no means an easy thing. It is 
neceBSary to hold long commune with tiie pm- 
prietor, to exert all the wiles of masterly diplo- 
macy, to circumvent cunning by cunning, to ex- 
ert patience, skill, and eloquence. After a de- 
cision has been reached, there is bnt one way in 
which you can hold your velturino to his bar- 
gain, and that is to bind him to it by secnrinjt 
hin name to a conlrEict. Every yetturino has a 
printed form all ready. If he can't write hi> 
name, he does somelhing equally binding and 
far simpler. He dips his thumb in the ink-bot- 
tle and stamps it on the paper. If that is not 
his signature, what else is il? 

" Thns," said one, " Signor Adam signed the 
marriage-contract with Signora Eva.'' 

After incredible difficulties a tontraci had 
been drawn up and signed by the homy Ihumh 
of a certain big vettnrino, who went by the 
name of " II Piccolo." It was to the effect th.il. 
for a certain specified snm, II Piccolo should 
take the party to Postum and back, with a dc- 
toar to Sorrento. 

It was a most delightful morning. All wen' 
in the best of spirits. So they started. On 
for miles through interminable streets of houses 
that bordered the circular shore, through crowds 
of sheep, droves of cattle, dense masses of hu- 
man beings, throQgh which innumerable ca- 
leches darted like meteors amid the stars of 
heaven. Here came the onen of Sonlhera Italy. 
stately, solemn, long-homed, cream-colored ; 
there marched great droves of Sorrento hogs — 
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the hog of hogs — ^a strange but not .ill-favored 
animal, thick in hide, leaden in color, hairless 
as a hippopotamus. The flesh of the Sorrento 
hog bears the same relation to common pork 
that "Lubin*s Extrait'* bears to the coarse 
scent of a country grocery. A pork-chop from 
the Sorrento animal comes to the palate with 
the force of a new revelation ; it is the highest 
possibility of pork — the- apotheosis of the pig ! 
Long lines of macaroni-cooks doing an enor- 
mous business ; armies of dealers in anisette ; 
crowds of water-carriers ; throngs of fishermen, 
caiTying nets and singing merry songs — ** Ecco 
mi !" " Ecco la!" — possible Massaniellos every 
man of them, I assure you, Sir. And — envel- 
oping all, mingling with all, jostling all, busy 
with the busiest, idle with the idlest, noisy with 
the noisest, jolly with the jolliest, the fat, oily, 
swarthy, rosy — (etc., for further epithets see 
preceding pages) — Lazaroni ! 

Every moment produces new effects in the 
ever-shifting scenes of Naples. Here is the re- 
verse of monotony ; if any thing bedomes weari- 
some, it is the variety. Here is the monotony 
of incessant change. The whole city, with all 
its vast suburbs, lives on the streets. 

The Senator wiped his fevered brow. He 
thought that for crowds, noise, tumult, dash, 
hurry - skurry, gayety, life, laughter, joyance, 
and all that incites to mirth, and all that stirs 
the soul, even New York couldn't hold a candle 
to Naples. 

Rabelais ought to have been a Neapolitan. 

Then, as the city gradually faded into the | 
country, the winding road opened up before 
them with avenues of majestic trees — overhang- 
ing, arching midway-^-forming long aisles of 
shade. Myrtles, that grew up into trees, scent* 
ed the air. Interminable groves of figs and 
oranges spread away up the hill, intermingled 
with the darker foliage of the olive or cypress. 

The mountains come lovingly down to bathe 
their feet in the sea. The road winds among 
them. There is a deep valley around which 
rise lofty hills topped with white villages or 
ancient towers, or dotted with villas which peep 
forth from amid dense groves. As far as the 
eye can reach the vineyards spread away. 
Not as in France or Germany, miserable sandy 
fields with naked poles or stunted bushes ; but 
vast extents of trees, among which the vines 
leap in wild luxuriance, hanging in long fes- 
toons from branch to branch, or intertwining 
with the foliage. 

" I don't know how it is," said the Senator, 
** but I'm cussed if I feel as if this here country 
was ground into the dust. If it is, it is no bad 
thing to go through the mill. I don't much 
wonder that these JTtalians don't emigrate. If 
I owned a farm in this neighborhood I'd stand 
a good deal of squeezin' before I'd sell out and 
go anywheres else." 

At evening they reached Salerno, a watering- 
place on the sea-coast, and Naples in miniature. 

There is no town in Italy without its opera- 
house or theatre, and among the most vivid and 



most precious of scenic delights the pantomime 
commends itself to the Italian bosom. Of 
course there was a pantomime at Salerno. It 
was a mite of a house ; on a rough calculation 
thirty feet by twenty ; a double tier of boxes ; 
a parquette about twelve feet square; and a 
stage of about two-thirds that size. 

Yet behold what the ingenuity of man can 
accomplish! On that stage there were per- 
formed all the usual exhibitions of human pas- 
sion, and they even went into the production 
of great scenic displays, among which a great 
storm in the forest was most prominent. 

Polichinello was in his glory ! On this occa- 
sion the joke of the evening was an English 
traveller. The ideal Englishman on the Con- 
tinent is a never-failing source of merriment. 
The presence of five Americans gave addi- 
tional piquancy to the show. The corpulent, 
double-chinned, red-nosed Englishman, with 
knee-breeches, shoe-buckles, and absurd coat, 
stamped, swore, frowned, doubled up his fists, 
knocked down waiters, scattered gold right and 
left, was arrested, was tried, was fined ; but 
came forth unterrified from every persecution, 
to rave, to storm, to fight, to lavish money as 
before. 

How vivid were the flashes of lightning pro- 
duced by touching off some cotton-wool soaked 
in alcohol ! How terrific the peals of thunder 
produced by the vibrations of a piece of sheet- 
iron ! Whatever was deficient in mechanicpl 
apparatus was readily snpplied by the powerful 
imagination of the Italians, who, though they 
had often seen all this before, were not at all 
weary of looking at it, but enjoyed the thou- 
sandth repetition as much as the first. 

Those merry Italians ! 

There is an old, old game played by every 
vetturino. 

When our travellers had returned to the ho- 
tel, and were enjoying themselves in general 
conversation, the vetturino bowed himself in. 
He was a good deal exercised in his mind. 
With a great preamble he came to the point : 
As they intended to start early in the morning, 
he supposed they would not object to settle their 
little bill now. 

" Whatr^ shouted Buttons, jumping up. 
** What bill? Settle a bill? We settle a bill ? 
Are you mad ?" 

" Your excellencies intend to settle the bill, 
of coui-se," said the vetturino, with much 
phlegm. 

" Our excellencies never dreamed of an y 
such thing." 

** Not pay ? Ha ! ha ! You jest. Sign or.' 

"Do you see this?" said Buttons, solemnly 
producing the contract. 

" Well ?" responded II Piccolo. 

« What is this ?" 

"Our contract." 

" Do you know what it is that you have cr- 
gaged to do ?" * 

"To take vou to Paestum." 

"Yes J to Pa&stnm and back, with a detoui- 



THE DODGE CLUB; OB, ITALY IN MDCCCLIX. 



to Soncnto. Xoraorer, ;oa engage to snpplj 
HI with three meals a day and lodgingj, for 
all of wbich we engage to psj a certain tarn. 
What, then," cried BaCtone, elerating his voice, 
"In the Dame of all the bleMedaaints and apos- 
tles, do Ton mean bj coming to ni aboat hotel 
bills?" ' 

"Signor,'*BudtheTettnrino,meekl;, "when 
Imade that contract I fear Imttoo aangnine." 

"Too sanguine I" 

" And 1 have changed mj mind since." 

" Indeed ?" 

" I find that I am a poor man." 

" Did ;oD just fltid that out ?" 

"And that if I cany ont this it will ruin 

"WeU?" 

" So joa'U hare to pay for tbe hotel e:q>en8ea 
yonrsGlvea," said 11 Piccolo, with desperation. 

" I will fbrgive this inanfterable insolence," 
said Buttons, m^esticall)', " on condition that 
it never occars again. Do ;oa see that?" he 
tried, in loader tones. 

And he nnfolded the contract, which he had 
been holding in his band, and stemlj pointed 
to tbe big blotch of ink that was supposed to 
be II Piccolo's signature. 

" Do ym tet that f" be eiied, in a voice of 
thander. 

The Italian did not speak. 

"And thatt" he cried, pointing to the sig' 
nature of the witness. 

The Italian opened his month to speak, bat 
was ev dentlj nonplused 

Ton are m xay power 1" said Buttons, m a 




fine melodramatic tone, and with a vivadtj of 
gesture that was not without its efiect on tbe 
Italian. He folded the contract, replaced it in 
his breast-pocket, and slapped it with fearful 
emphasis. Ever; slap seemed to go to the 
heart of H Piccolo. 

"If jou dare to try to back ont of this agree- 
ment Til have you np before the police. I'll 
enfoiT« tbe awful penalty that punishes the 
non-performance of a solemn engagement. I'll 
have yon arrested b; the Bojal Guards in tbe 
name of His Majesty the King, and cause jon 
to be incarcerated in tbe lowest dungeons of 
Bt. Elmo. Besides, I won't pay yon for the 
ride thus far." 

With this last remark Buttons walked to the 
door, and without another word opened it, and 
motiooed lo II Piccolo to leave. Tbe veitorino 
departed in silence. 

On the following morning he made bis ap- 
pearance as pleasant as though nothing had 
happened. 

The carriage rolled away from Salerno. 
Broad fields stretched away on every side. 
Troops of vitlagora marched forth to their la- 
bor. As they went on thej saw women work- 
ing in the fields, and men lolling on the fences. 

" Do yon call that the staff for a free conn- 
try ?" cried the Senator, whose whole sonl rose 
up in arms against such a sight. "Air these 
things men? or can snch slaves as theae wom- 
en seem to be give birth to any thing but 
slaves?' 

Bravo 1" cried Buttons. 

The Senator was too indignant to say more, 
and so (ell into a fit of musing. 

Dick," said Bottons, after a long pause, 

yon are as pale at a ghost. I believe yon 
must be b^oning to feel the miasma from 
these plains.'' 

CHi no," said Dick, dolefnlly ; " something 

What's the matter?" 

Do you remember tbe eggs we had for din- 
ner last evening 7" 
Yes." 
' That's what's the matter," said Dick, with 
agroan. " I can't explain ; but this, perhaps, 
w It tell thee all I feel." 

He took fhim his pocket a paper and banded 
t to Buttons. Around the margin were drawn 
etchings of coundess fantastic figures, illustrat- 
ing tbe following lines : 

A NIOHTMABE. 
"Oof^mis, and kgina^mi citturm iin." 

^■id teUsd «gra for test 
And oil I the hoRlNe Dlgfatmire dream 
Thsy brought to lueklas msl 
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The ichthyosaaruB tried 

To roll me np in a ball ; 
While all the three were grinning at me, 

And ponndiog me, bed and aU. 

Hip! Upl hurrah! 

It VM a little btaek pig, 
And a big bull-frog, and a bobtaHed dog« 

All of them daodng a Jig. 

And oh, the snakesi the snakes 1 

And the boa constrictor tool 
And the cobra capello— a terrible fellow — 

Came to my horrified view. 

Snakes and horrible beasts, 

Frog, pig, and dog 
Hustled me, pushed me, tickled me, crashed me. 

Rolled me about like a log. 

The little blue devils came on ; 

They rode on a needless point ; 
And the big giraffe, with asthmatic laugh. 

And legs all out of Joint. 

Bats crawled into my ears. 

Hopping about In my brtdn ; 
And grizzly bears rode up on mans, 

And then rode down again. 

An antediluvian roared. 

In the form of a Brahmin bull ; 
And a Patagonian squeezed ah onion. 

Filling my aching eyes fuIL 

The three blue bottles that sat 

Upon the historical stones 
Sang, ^* Hey diddle diddle *'~two on ^ fiddle. 

The other one on the bones. 

«*WhooI whoot whoo! 

Get up, get up, you beauty 1 
Here come the shaved numkeys, a-riding on don- 
keys. 
Fresh fkrom Bobberty Shooty.** 

They raised me up in the air. 

Bed, body, and all. 
And carried me soon to the man in the moon. 

At the si^;e of Sebastopol. 

Down, down, down. 

Round, round, round, 
A whiilpool hurled me out of the world. 

And oh, no bottom I found. 

Down, down, down, 

WUrU whirl, whirl. 
And the Florentine boar waa pacing the shwe, 

His tail all out of curl. 

He smoked my favorite pipe, 

He blew a cloud of smoke, 
He pulled me out with his porcine snout. 

And hugging him, I awoke. 

** Why, Dick,*' cried the Senator, " what pre- 
cious nonsense !" ^ 

*^ It was intended to be so," said Dick. 

** Well, but you might as well pat on an idee. 
It must have some meaning.'* 

'* Not a bit of it. It has no meaning ; that 
is, no more than a dream or a nightmare.'* 

The Senator now began to discuss the nature 
of poetry, but was suddenly interrupted by a 
shout — 

"The Temples I'* 

The country about Psestum is one of the most 
beautiful in the world. Between the mountains 
and the sea lies a luxuriant plain, and in the 
middle of it is the rained city. The outlines of 
walls and remnants of gates are there. Above 
all rise five ancient edifices. They strolled care- 
lessly around. The marble floors of a good 
many private houses are yet visible, but the 
stupendous temples are the chief attractions 
here; above all, the majestic shrine of Neptune. 

It was while standing with head thrown back, 
eyes and month opened wide, and thoughts all 

C 



taken up with a deep calculation, that the Seni^ 
tor was startled by a sadden noise. 

Turning hastily he saw something that made 
him run with the speed of the wind toward the 
place where the noise arose. Buttons and Dick 
were surrounded by a crowd of fierce-looking 
men, who were making very threatening dem- 
onstrations. There were at least fifteen. As 
the Senator ran np from one direction, so came 
up Mr. Figgs and the Doctor from another. 

*< What is this ?'* cried the Senator, bursting 
in upon the crowd. 

A huge Italian was shaking his fist in But- 
tons*s face, and stamping and gesticulating vio- 
lently. 

"These men say we must pay five piastres 
each to them for strolling about their ground, 
and Buttons has told this big fellow that he will 
give them five kicks each. There'll be some 
kind of a fight. They belong to the Camorra.' * 
Dick said all this in a hurried under-tone. 

" Camorry, what's that — ^brigands ?*' 

** All the same." 

" They're not armed, anyhow.*' 

Just at this moment Buttons said something 
which seemed to sting the Italians to the soul, 
for with a wild shout they rushed forward. The 
Doctor drew out his revolver. Instantly Dick 
snatched it from him, and rushing forward, 
drove back the foremost. None of them were 
armed. 

<< Stand off!*' he cried, in Italian. "The 
fight is between this big fellow and my friend. 
If any one of you interferes I'll put a bullet 
through him.*' 

The Italians fell back cursing. Buttons in- 
stantly divested himself of his coat, vest, and 
collar. The Italian waited with a grim smile. 

At one end were the Senator, the Doctor, Mr. 
Figgs ; at the other the Italian ruffians. In the 
middle Buttons and his big antagonist. Near 
them Dick with his pistoL 

The scene that followed had better be de- 
scribed in Dick's own words, as he pencilled 
them in his memorandum-book, from time to 
time, keeping a sharp lookout with his pistol 
also. Afterward the description was retouched : 

Qr«U miU at Pactum, between E. Buttons, Esq.^ QentU' 
matit and Italian party eaUed BKPPa 

let Round.— Beppo defiant, no attitude at alL But- 
tons assumed an el^ant poM. Beppo made a succes- 
sion of wild strokes without any aim, which were parried 
without effort. After which Buttons landed four blows, 
one on each peeper, one on the smeller, and one on the 
mug. 

First blood for BiUtona. Beppo considerably snr- 
i prised. Rushed fhriously at Buttons, arms flying every- 
where, struck over Buttons's head. Buttons lightly made 
obeisance, and then fired a hundred-pounder on Beppo*s 
left auricular, which had the effect of bringing him to 
grass. First knock dxnion for Buttons. 

M Round. — ^Foreign population quite dumbfounded. 
Americans amused but not exdted. One hundred to one 
on Buttons eagerly offered, but no takers. Beppo jumped 
to his feet like a wild cat. Eyes encircled with ebon 
auricles, olfactory quite demolished. Made a rush at 
Buttons, who, being a member of the Dodge Qub, dodged 
him, and landed a rattler on the Jugular» which a^pain 
sent foreign party to grass. 

M Round. — Nimble to the scratch. Beppo badly 
mashed and raving, ^ttons unscathed and laughing. 
Beppo more cautious made a fidnt attempt to get into 
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After the victory the traTellera left Fieelttin 
on their retam. 

The road that toms off to Sorrento is the 
most benuliful in the world. It winds along 
the Bhore nith innnmersble taminp, climhinjt 
hills, descending into rallejs, 
prefipicea. There are scores of the prettiest 
Till^KS nnderthe snn, ivy-corered mine, frown- 
ing fortresses, loftj loirers, and elegant villas. 

At last Sorrento smiles out from a vsllej 
which is proterbial for beaqtj, where, within its 
shelter of hills, neither the hot blast of midspm- 
nier nor tho cold winds of winter can ever dis' 
tarb its repose. This is the Telle; of perpetnsl 
spring, where (hiits forever grow, and the sea- 
sons all blend together, so that Iha same orchard 
shows trees in blossom and bearing fraiL 



On the following moraing Bnttona anii Dick 
went a little way out of town, and down the 
steep cliff toward the shore. 

It was a classic spot. Here was no less a 
place than the cave of Polyphemus, where Ho- 
mer, at least, may have stood, if Ulysses didn't. 
And hero is the identical stone with which the 
giant was wont to block up the entrance to bis 

The sea rolled before. Away down to the 
right was Vesuvius, starting from which the 
eye took in the whole wide sivecp of the shore, 
lined with white cities, with a bacfcground of 
mountains, till the land terminated in bold prom- 
Opposite was the Isle of Capri. 

Myriads of white sails flashed across the sea. 

One of these arrested the, attention of But- 
tons, and so absorbed him that he stared fixed- 
ly at it for half an hour without moving. 

At teninh an exclamation barst from him : 

"Br Jovol It is! It is I" 

"What is? Whatis?" 

"The Spaniards!" 

"Where?" 

" In that boat." 

" Ah !" said Dick, coolly, looking at the ob- 
ject pointed oat by Buttons. 

It was an English sail-bonC, with a small cab- 
in and an immense sail. In Ihe stem were n 
gentleman and two ladies. Battens was confi- 
dent that they were the Spaniards. 
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" WeU," Baid Dick, " what s tho nse of get- 
tiDg so excited about it 7" 

" Why, I'm going back to Naples by water 1" 

"Are you? Then Til go too. Shall we 
leave the others?" 

"Certainly not, if ihey want to come with us." 

Upon inquiry they found that the others had 
a strong objection lo going by aea. Mr. Figgs 
preferred the ea«e of the carriage. The Doctor 
thought the eea air injurious. The Senator had 
the honesty to coufasa that be was afraid of sea- 
sicicneaB. They would not listen to persnasion, 
but were all resolutely bent oa keeping to the 
carriage. 

Buttons exhibited a feverish haste in search- 
ing alter a boat. There was but little to choose 
from among a crowd of odd-looking lishing-boal« 
that crowded the shore. However, they se- 
lected the cleanest from among them, and soon 
the boat, with ber broad s^ spread, was dart- 
ing over the sea. 

The boat of which they went in pursuit was 
far away over near the other shore, taking long 
tacks across the bay. Buttons headed his boat so 
aa to meet the other on its return tack. 

It was a magniRcent scene. After exhanst- 
ling every shore view of Naples, there is nothing 
like taking to tho water. Every thing then ap- 
peaia in a new light. The far, winding cities 
that garround the shore, the white villages, the 
purple Apennines, the rocky isles, the frowning 
volcano. 

This is what makes Naples supreme in beauty. 
The peculiar combinaiioos of scenery that are 
foond there make rivalry impossible. For if 
yon find elsewhere an equally beautiful bay, 



you will not have so liquid an atmosphere ; if 
yon have a shore with equal beauty of outline, 
and equal grace in its long sweep of towering 
headland and retreating slope, you will not have 
so deep a purple on tho distant hills. Above 
al) nowhere else on earth has Nature placed in 
the very centre of so divine a scene the contrast- 
ed terrors of the black volcano. 

Watching a chase is exciting; but taking 
part ID it is much more so. Buttons had made 
the most scientific arrangements. He had cal- 
cnlaled that at a certain point on (he opposite 
shore the other boat would tarn on a new tack, 
and that if he steered to his boat to a point about 
half way over, he would meet them, without ap- 
peanng to be in pursuit. He accordingly felt so 
elated at the idea that he burst forth into song. 

The other boat at length had passed well over 
under the shadow of the land. It did not turn. 
Further and further over, and still it did not 
change itacouree. Buttonsstill keptthecourse 
wh ch he had first chosen ; but finding that he 
was getting far out of the way of the other boat, 
he was forced to tarn the head of his boat closer 
to the wind, and sail slowly, watching the 

There was an island immediately ahead of 
the other boat. What was his dismay at see- 
ing t gracefully pass beyond the outer edge 
of the eland, turo behind it, and vanish. He 
struck the taffrail forioualy with his clenched 
hand. However, there was no help for it ; so, 
changing his course, he steered In a straight line 
after the other, to where it had disappeared. 

Now that the boat was out of sight Dick did 
not feel himself called on to watch. 80 he went 
forward into the bow, and made himself a snug 
berth, where ha laid down i and lighting his 
pipe, looked dreamily out through a cloud of 
smoke upon the charming scene. The tossing 
of the boat and the lazy flapping of the sails 
had a soothing influence. His nerves owned 
the lolling power. Hia eyelids grew heavy and 
gcDlly descended. 

The wind and waves and islands and sea and 
sliy, all mingled together in a confused mass, 
came before his mind. He was sailing on 
clonds, and chasing Spanish ladiea through the 
eky. The drifting currents of the air bore them 
resistlessly along in wide and never-ending 
curves upward in spiral movements toward the 
zenith ; and then off in ever-increasing speed, 
with over-widening gyrations, toward the sun- 
set, where tho clouds grew red, and lazaroni 
grinned from behind — 

A endden bang of the huge sail struck by the 
wind, a wild creaking of Che boom, and a smart 
dash of apray over the bows and into his face 
waked him from hia slumber. He started up, 
half blinded, to look around. Buttons sat gaz- 
ing over the waters with an expression of bitter 
vexation. They had passed the outer point of 
the island, and had caught a swift current, a 
chopping aea, and a brisk breeze. The other 
boat was nowhere to be seen. Buttons had al- 
ready beaded back ag^n. 
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" I don't aee the otber boat," said Dick. 

BattoDB without a word. pointed to the left. 
There she vaa. She had gone quiet]; around 
the island, and hod taken the channel between 
it and the shore. All the time that she had 
been hidden she was steadilj increasing the 
distance between them. 

"There's no help for it," said Dick, "bat to 
keep straight after them." 

Buttons did not replf , but leaned back with 
a sweet expression of patience. The two boats 
kept on in thiti wa; for a long time ; bnt the 
one in which our friends had embarked was no 
match at all for the one they were panning. 
At every new tack this fact became more pttia- 
fnlly erident. The only hope for Buttons was 
to regain by his saperior nantical skill what he 
might lose. Those in the other boat had but 
little akill in sailing. These at length became 
aware that th^j were followed, and regarded 
their pursoers with earnest attention. It did 
not seem to haTe any effbct. 

"They know we are after them at last I" 
said Dick. 

"I wonder if they can recognize o*?" 

" If they do they have sharp eyes. ITl be 
hanged if I can recognize them I I don't aee 
how yoa can." 

"Iiutinct, Dick — instinct I" b^ Bnttoiu, 
with animation. 

"Wbat'a that flaghing in their boat?" 

"That;" said Bationa, "It's a spy-glass. 
I didn't notice it before." 

" Tve seen it for the last half-hour." 

"Then th«^ mnat recognize us. How strange 



that they don't slacken a little 1 Perhaps we 
aie Dot in full view. 1 will sit a little more oat 
of the shade of the sail, so that they can recog- 

Accordingly Buttons moved out to a more 
conspicnons place, and Dick allowed himself to 
ore risible. Agiun the fla£hing brass wbb 
in the boat, and they could plainly per- 
that it was passed tiom one to the other, 
while each took a long surrey. 

They most be able to see us if they have 
any kind of a glass at all." 

"I should think so," said Buttons, dolefully. 

" Are you sure they are the Spaniards ?" 

"Oh I quite." 

"Then I must say they might be a little 
mote civil, aad not keep us racing after them 
forever I" 

"Oh, I don't know; I sappose they woaldn't 
like to sail close up to ns." 

" They needn't sail up to na, but they might 
give us a chance to hail them," 

" I don't think the man they have with them 
looks like S^or Francia." 

" Francia ? Is that his name ? He certain- 
ly looks larger. He is larger." 

" Look I" 

As Buttons spoke the boat ahead fell rapidly 
to leeward. The wind had fallen, and a cur- 
rent which they had simck npon bore them 
away. In the effort to escape (torn the current 
the boat headed toward Buttons, and when the 
wind again arose she continued to sail toward 
them. As they came nearer Button's fiuie ex- 
hibited a strange variety of expressions. 
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Thej met 

In the other boat sat two English ladies and 
a tall gentleman, who eyed the two young men 
fixedly, with a *' stony British stare." 

*' A thousand pardons 1*' said Buttons, rising 
and bowing. ** 1 mistook yon for some ac- 
quaintances.'* 

Whereupon the others smiled in a friendly 
way, bowed, and said something. A few com- 
monplaces were interchanged, and the boats 
drifted away out of hearing. 



CHAPTER XI. 

THB SENATOB HAS SUCH A PANCT FOB SEBKINQ 
UBBFUL INFORMATION !— CURIOUS POSITION OP 
▲ WISE, AND WELL-KNOWN, AND DESBRYBDLT- 
FOPULAR LEGISLATOR, AND UNDIGNIFIED MODE 

. OF HIS ESCAPE. 

It was not much after ten in the morning 
when Buttons and Dick returned. On reach- 
ing the hotel they found Mr. Figgs and the 
Doctor, who asked them if they had seen the 
Senator. To which they replied by putting the 
same question to their questioners. 

He had not been seen since they had all been 
together last. Where was he ? 

Of course there was no anxiety felt about 
him, but still they all wished to have him near 
at hand, as it was about time for them to leave 
the town. The vetturino was already grum- 
bling, and it required a pretty strong remon- 
strance from Buttons to silence him. 

They had nothing to do but to wait patient- 
ly. Mr. Eiggs and the Doctor lounged about 
the sofas. Buttons and Dick strolled about the 
town. Hearing strains of music as they passed 
the cathedral, they turned in there to listen to 
the service. Why there should be service, and 
full service too, they could not imagine. 

<<Can it be Sunday, Dick?" said Buttons, 
gravely. 

''Who can tell?" exclaimed Dick, lost in 
wonder. 

The cathedral was a small one, with nave 
and transept as usual, and in the Italian Gothic 
style. At the end of the nave stood the high 
altar, which was now illuminated with wax-can- 
dles, while priests officiated before it. At the 
right extremity of the transept was the organ- 
loft, a somewhat unusual position ; while at 
the opposite end of the transept was a smaller 
door. The church was moderately filled. Prob- 
ably there were as many people ^ere as it ever 
had. They knelt on the floor with their faces 
toward the altar. Finding the nave somewhat 
crowded. Buttons and Dick went around to the 
door at the end of the transept, and entered 
there. A large space was empty as far as the 
junction with the nave. Into this the two young 
men entered, very reverently, and on coming 
near to the place where the other worshipers 
were they knelt down in the midst of them. 

While looking before him, with his mind 
full of thoughts called up by the occasion, and 



while the grand music of one of Mozart's masses 
was filling his soul. Buttons suddenly felt his 
arm twitched. He turned. It was Dick. 

Buttons was horrified. In the midst of this 
solemn scene the young man was convulsed 
with laughter. His features were working, his 
lips moving, as he tried to whisper something 
which his laughter prevented him from saying, 
and tears were in his eyes. At last he stuck 
his handkerchief in his mouth and bowed down 
very low, while his whole frame shook. Some 
of the worshipers near by looked scandalized, 
others shocked, others angry. Buttons felt 
vexed. At last Dick raised his face and rolled 
his eyes toward the organ-loft, and instantly 
bowed his head again. Buttons looked up me- 
chanically, following the direction of Dick's 
glance. The next instant he too fell forward, 
tore his handkerchief out of his pocket, while 
his whole frame shook with the most painful 
convulsion of laughter. 

And how dreadful is such a convulsion in a 
solemn place ! In a church, amid worshipers ; 
perhaps especially amid worshipers of another 
creed, for then one is suspected of offering de- 
liberate insult. So it was* here. People near 
saw the two young men, and darted angry looks 
at them. 

Now what was it that had so excited two 
young men, who were by no means inclined to 
ofier insult to any one, especially in religious 
matters ? 

It was this : As they looked up to the organ- 
loft they saw a figure there. 

The organ projected from the wall about six 
feet ; on the left side was the handle worked by 
the man who blew it, and a space for the choir. 
On the right was a small narrow space not more 
than about three feet wide, and it was in this 
space that they saw the figure which produced 
such an effect on them. 

It was the Senator. He stood there erect, 
bare-headed of course, with confusion in his 
face and vexation and bewilderment. The 
sight of him was enough — the astonishing posi- 
tion of the man, in such a place at such a time. 
But the Senator was looldng eagerly for help. 
And he had seen them enter, and all his soul 
was in his eyes, and all his eyes were fixed on 
those two. 

As Dick looked up startled and confounded 
at the sight, the Senator projected his head as 
far forward as he dared, ^wned, nodded, and 
then began working his lips violently as certain 
deaf and dumb people do, who converse by such 
movements, and can understand what words are 
said by the shape of the mouth in uttering them. 
But the effect was to make the Senator look 
like a man who was making grimaces for a 
wager, like those in Victor Hugo's ''N6tre 
Dame.*' As such the apparition was so over- 
powering that neither Buttons nor Dick dared 
to look up for some time. What made it worse, 
each was conscious that the other was lauf^hing, 
so that self-control was all the more difficult. 
Worse still, each knew that this figure in the 
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orgaD-lofl was watching them irith bia hangij 
glance, re&dy the moment that they looked up 
to begin his grimaceB once more. 

"Tbat poor Senator!" thought Buttons; 
" hoir did he get there 7 Oh, how did he get 
there?" 

Yet how could he be rescued ? Could he be ? 
No. He must wait till the service should be 

Meanwhile the ;oang men mustered sufficient 
courage to look up again, and after a mighCj 
straggle to gaze upon the Senator for a few 
neeonds at a time at least. There he stood, 
projecting forward his anMons face, making 
faces as each one looked np. 




Nov the people in the immediate vicinity 
the two young men had noticed tfieir agilalion 
as has already been stated, and, nioreOTCr, they 
had looked ap to ece the cause of it. They t:>o 
saw the Senator. Others again, seeing their 
neighbors looking up, did the some, until at lost 
alt in the transept were staring up at the odd- 
looking stranger. 

Ai Buttons and Dick looked np, which they 



cnuld not help doing often, the Senator wonld 
repeat his mouthing^, and nods, and becks, and 
looks of entreaty. The consequence was, ihst 
the people thought tl c stranger was making 
faces at them. Three hnndred and forty-seven 
honest people of Sorrento thus found th^selvcs 
siiamefully insulted in their own church by a 
barbarous foreigner, probably an Englishman, 
no doubt a heretic. Tha other four hnndred 
andthirty-aixnho knelt in the nave knew noth- 
ing about it. They could not see the organ- 
loft at all. The priests at the hiRh allar conli 
not see it, so that they were uninterrupted in 
their dntiee. The singers in the organ-loft saw 
nothing, for the Senator was conccnled from 
their view. Those therefore who saw him were 
the people in the transept, who now kept star- 
ing 6xedly, and with angry eyes, at the man in 



eloft. 
There v 



t before the s 
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; of getting him o' 



bof 



there might bo a serious tumult when 
the "Senator came down among that wrathful 
crowd Every moment made it woi'se. Those 
in the nave saw the agitation of those in the 
transept and got some idea of the cause. 

At last the service was ended ; the singers 
departed the priests retired, hut the congrega- 
tion remained Seven hundred and eighty- 
ibreo human beings waiting lo take venfcanoe 
on the miscreant who bad thronn riilionle on 
the Holy Father by making faces at the fiiilhfiil 
as they knelt in prayer. Already a murmur 
arose on eiery side. 

A heretic' A heretic! A blsFj hemer ! 
He has insulted usl" 

Buttons saw that a bold stroke alone could 
save thtm He bnrst into the midst of the 
throng followed by Dick. 

Fly 1 he cried. " Fly for yonr lives 1 /( 
ua mado>aii' Fly! Fly!" 

A lond cry of terror arose. Instantaneous 
conviction flashed on the minds of all. A mad- 
man ! Tes He could be nothing else. 

A panic arcse The people recoiled from 
before that temblo madman. Buttons sprang 
u). to the loft He seized the Senator's arm 
and dragged him down. The people fled in 
horror As the Senator emerged he saw seven 
himdred and eighty-throe good people of Sor- 
rento scampering away like the wind across the 
square m front of the caThedial. 

On reachini, the hotel he told his stoty. He 
had been peenng about in search of useful in- 
formation and had entered the cathedral. After 
going through eiery part he went up into the 
organ-loft. Jnst then the singers csme. In- 
stead of going out like a man, he dodged them 
from some absurd cause or other, witli a. half 
idea that he would get into trouble for intmd- 
ing. The longer he stayed the worse it was for 
him. At last ho saw Buttons and Dick enter, 
and tried to make signals. 

"Well," said Buttons, "we had better 
leave. The Sorrenlonians will be around hero 
soon to see the maniac. They will find out all 
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about him, and make vt acqiuuDt«d with Ljnch 
law." 

In a qnarter of an hoar more they vret 
tbeir waj ha'-:k to Naples. 



CHAPTER XII. 



Thbt had already visited Hercnlaneiim, bnt 
the only feeling which had been awakened by 
the aiKht of that ill-faCed cit;r was one of un- 
mitigaied dUgast. As boneaty was the chief 
ctuLTacteriscic of the whole party, tbey did not 
heailate lo express themselves with the utmost 
freedom on this sabject. They hoped for bel- 
ter things from Pompeii At any rate Pompeii 
wag aboTO ground ; what might lie there would 
be visible. 14o fnsg with torches. No hnm- 
bugpng with lanterns "So wandering through 
long black passages. No mountains bringing 
forth mice. 

Their expectations were encouraged as they 
walked np the street of Tombs leading lo the 
Hercnlaneum Gate. Tombs were all aronnd, 
any quantity, all sizes, little black vaalca fall of 
pigeon'holes. These they narrowly examined, 
and when the guide wasn't looking they filled 
their pockets with the ashes of the dead. 

"Strange," quoth the Senator, musingly. 



"thai these ancient Pompey fellers should pick 
out Ibis kind of a way of getting baried. Tliia 
must be the reason why people speak of urns 
and ashes when they speat of dead people." 

They walked through the Villa of Diomedes. 
They were somewhat disappointed. From 
guide-books, and especially from the remarka- 
bly well-got-up Pompeian court at Sydenham 
Palace, Buttons bad been led to expect some- 
thing far grander. But in this, the largest 
house in the city, what did be find ? Mites of 
rooms, in fact closets, in which even a hnmble 
nmdern would find himself rather crowded. 
There was scarcely a decent-sized ^lartment in 
the whole establishment, as they all indignant- 
ly declared- The cellars were more striking. 
A number of earthem vessels of enonnoDS siEe 

' ' What are these ?" asked the Senator. 

"Wine jare.'' 

" What ?" 

" Wine jars. They didn't use wooden casts." 

"The more fools they. Now do you mean 
to say that wooden casks are not infinitely more 
convenient than these things that can't stand 
np without they are leaned against the wall ? 



t one comer the guide stopped, and point- 
down, said something. 
What docs he say ?" asked the Senator. 
He says if you want to know how the Pom- 
na got choked, stoop down and smell that. 
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Erery body who comei here ia expected to smell 
this particular spot, or he can't say that he has 
seen Pompeii." 

So down Y/eot the five on their kneea, and 
np a(^n faster than they went down. With one 
aniversal shont of : " Phew-w-w-w-w-h-h-h 1 ! 1" 

It was a torrent of snlphnmna Titpor that they 
inhaled. 

"Now, I snppose," said the Senator, as soon 
as he could speak, " that that there comes di- 
rect in a bee-line throngh a subterranean tnn- 
oel right straight from old Veanvjns." 

"Yes, and it was this that sngsested the 
bmous scheme for extinguishing the volcano." 

"Howf What ftmone scheme?" 

"Why, an English stock-broker came here 
last year, and smelled this place, as every one 
must do. An idea struck him. He started 
np. He ran off without & word. He went 
straight to London. There he organized a 
company. They propose to dig a tunnel from 
the sea to the inCcriur of the icouutain. When 
all is ready they will let in the water. There 
will be a tremendous hiss. The volcano vrill 
belch out steam for about six weeks ; but the 
result will be that the fires will be put ont for- 

Frcm the Yilla of Diomedes they went to the 
gate where the gnard-house is seen. Buttons 
told the story of the aendncl who died there on 
duty, embellishing it with a few new features 
of an original character, 

"Now that may be all very well," said the 
Senator, "bat don't ask me to admire that 



chap, or the Boman army, 
or the system. It was all 
hoUow. Why, dou'tyou see 
the man was a blockhead t 
He hadn't sense enough to 
see that when the whole 
place was going to the dogs, 
it was no good stopping to 
gnard it He'd much better 
have cleared ont and saved 
his precious life for the good 
of h s country. Do you 
sup;, ose a Yankee would act 
that way ? ' 

I should suppose not." 
That man. Sir, was a 
machine and nothing more. 
A soldier m-aat know some- 
thing else than merely obey- 
ing orders." 

By this lime they had 
passed through the gate and 
stood inside. The street 
opened before them for a 
considerable distance with 
hon es on each side. In- 
cluding the sidewalks it 
might have been almost 
twelve feet vride. As only 
the lower part of the walls 
of the houses was standing, 
the show that they made was 
not impr sing There was no splendor in the ar. 
chitecture or the material, for tho style of the 
buildings was extremely simple, and they were 
made with bnck covered with stucco. 

After wandering silently through the streets 
the Senator at length burst forth: 
" I say it's an enormous imposition '." 
" What ?" inquired Buttons, faintly. 
' ' Why, the whole system of Cyclopedias, 
Panoramas, Books of Travel, Woodbridge's Ge- 
ography, Sunday-school Books — '' 
" What do you mean ?" 
"I mean the descriplionB they give of this 
place. The fellows who write about it get into 
the heroics, and what with their descriptions, 
and pictures, and moralizing, you believe it is 
a second Babylon. It don't seem possible for 
ly of them to tell the truth. Why, there isn't 
single decent-sized house in the place. Oh, 



lain it 



nail !" 



nly might he larger." 
"I know,'' continned the Senator, with a 
majestic wave of his hand^" J know that I'm 
expected lo find ibis here scene very impressive ; 
but I'll be hanged if I'm eatiflfied. Why, in the 
name of Heaven, when they give us pictures 
of the place, can't tbey make things of the right 
size ? Why, I've seen a hundred pictures of 
that gate. They make it look like a triumph- 
ant arch ; and now that I'm here, dum me if I 
can't touch the top of it when I stand on tip- 
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brated Fompeian ioBtitatioii of a ilbop under the 
dwell! Qg-bonse. 

" Wheuerer I see anjiigns of an; thing like 
trade among these ancienis," said he, "I re- 
spect them. And what is more satisfacRiiy 
than to lee a bake-shop or an eatin^^aloon in 
the lower stoiy of a palace ?" 

Their walk wa« terminated bj the Oieatre and 
amphitheatre. The eight of ttieae were more 
eatUfactorj to the Senator. 

" Didn't these fellows come it uncommon 
strong though in tiie matter of shows?" be ask- 
ed, with considerahle enthusiasm. "Hej? 
Whj, we haven't got a single travelling circus, 
menagerie and all, that conld come any w&j Dear 
to this. AfWr all, this town might have looked 
well enough when it was all hran-new and 
painted np. It might hare looked so then; 
bat, bj thunder ! it looks any thing but ^at 
noiT. What makes me mad is to see ererj 
traTeller pretend to get into raptures about it 
now. Raptures be hanged ! I ask tod, as a 
sensible man, U there any thing here equal to 
any town of the same popnlation in Massacbn- 



Although the expectations which he had 
formed were not quite realized, yet Buttons 
found much to excite interest after the flrst dis- 
appointment had passed away. l*ick excituil 
the Senator's disgast by exhibiting those rapt- 
utes which the latter had condemned. 

The Doctor went by the Guide-book altogeth- 
er, and regulated his emotions accordingly. 
Having seen the Tarions places enumerated 
there, he wished no more. As Buttons and 
Dick wished to stroll further among the bouses, 
the other three waited for them in the amphi- 
theatre, where the Senator beguiled the ^me by 
giving his " idee " of an ancient show. 

was the close of day before the party left. 
At the outer barrier an official politely exam- 
ined them. The result of the examination was 
that the party was compelled to diagorgo a num- 
ber of highly interesting souvenirs, consiBling 
of lava, mosaic stones, ashes, plaster, marble 
chips, pebbles, bricks, a bronze hinge, a piece 
' bone, a small rag, a stick, etc. 
The official apologized with toaching polite- 
Bs: "It was only a form," be said. "Yet 
I must do it. For look yon, Signori," and 
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hero he shrug^d np bi« shouldei^ rolled his 
eyes, and puffed oat his Itps in a naj that was 
poasible to none bnt an Italian, " were it not 
ihna the entire city would be carried away piece- 



CHAPTEB Xin. 



To every -risitor to Naples the most promi- 
nent object is Vesuvius. The huge form of the 
volcano forever stands before him. The long 
pennon of smoke from its cntter forever floats 
out triumphantly in the air. Not in the land- 
scape only, but in all the picture-shops. In 
these establisbments they really eeem to deal ii^ 
nothing but prints and pHiDttngB of Veaiivias. 

It was a lovely morning when a carriage, 
filled with Americane, drew up at an inn near 
the foot of the mountain. There were guides 
without number waiting, like beasts of prey to 
fall on them ; and all Ibe horaes of the country — 
awonderfnllot — anamazinglot — alean cranky 
raw-boned, ill-fed, wall-eyed, ill-natured sneak 
ing, nngainly, half-foundered, half-starved lot 
afflicted with all the diseases that horse-tleah is 
heir t«. There were no others, so Int little 
time was wasted. All were on an equal foot- 
ing. To bave a preference was out of the 
question, so they amused themsclyea with pick 
ing out the ugliest. 

When the hoi-ses were first brought out Mr 
Figgs looked uneasy, and made some mysten 
ous remarks about walking. He thought such 
nags were an imposition. He vowed ihej could 
go &ster on foot. On foot ! The othera scout- 
ed the idea. Absurd! Perhspshe waan t used 
t« such beasts. Never mind. He m stn t be 
proud. Mr. Figgs, however, seemed to have 
reasons which were strictly private and an 
nouDcod his intention of walking. But the 
others would not hear of aueh a thing Thev 
insisted. They forced him to mount Tbia 
Mr. Fi);gs at length accomplished, though 1 b 
got up on the wrong side, and nearly pulled I is 
horse over backward by pulling at the c i b 
rein, shouting all the time, in tones of agony 
"Who-a!" 

At length they all set out, and, with few in 
terruptions, arrived at a place half-way up the 
mountain called The Hermitage. Here thev 
rested, and leaving their horses behind walked 
on over a barren region to the foot of the cone 
All aronnd was the abomination of desolation 
Craggy rocks, huge, disjointed masses of shat 
lered lava-blocks, cooled off into the most gro- 
tesque shapes, mixed with ashes, scorie and 
pnmice-sionea. The cone towered frowninci; 
above their heads. Looking ap, the aspect was 
'not enticing. A steep slope ran np for an im 
mease distance till it touched the smoky canopy. 



On one aide it viaa covered with loose sand, bnt 
in other places it waa alt overlaid with masses 
of lava fragments. The undertaking seemed 
proiiigioas. 

The Senator looked np with a weary smile, 
but did not falter; the Doctor thought they 
would not be able to get up to the top, and pro- 
posed relnming; the others declined; where- 
upon the Doctor slowly sauntered back to the 
Hermitage. Mr. Figgs, whom the ride bad 
considerably shaken, expressed a desire to as- 
cend, bnt felt doubtful abont hia wind. Ditk 
aeaured him that he would find plenty when he 
got to the top. The guides also came to his 
relief. Did he want to go ? Behold them. 
They had ch^rs to carry him up or straps to 
pull him. Their straps were so made that they 
could envelop the traveller and allow him to bo 
pulled comfortably up. So Mr. Figgs grace- 
fully resigned himaclf to the guides, who in a 
short time had adjnsted their straps, and led 
him to the foot of the cone. 

Now for the ascent. 

Buttons went first Like a young chamois 
tills youth bounded np leaping from rock to 
rock and steering in a straight line for the 
summit Next the Senator who mounted slow 
ly and persevennglv as l\ uugh he had a solemn 
duly to perform and Has determined to do it 
thoroughly Then came Dick More firfnl 
A few steps upward then a rest then a fresh 
start followed by another rest At length he 
sat down about one-third of the wav up and 
took a smok Behind him Mr Figgs toiled 
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up, palled by the panting guides. Three stout 
men in front — two others boosting from behind. 

A long description might be given of this re- 
markable ascent. How Mr. Figgs aggravated 
the guides almost beyond endurance by mere 
force of inertia. Having committed himself to 
them he did it thoroughly, and not by one single 
act of exertion did he lessen their labor. They 
jmlled, pushed, and shouted ; then they rested ; 
then they rose again to pull, to push, to shout, 
and to rest as before ; then they implored him 
in the most moving terms to do something to 
help them, to put one foot before the other, to 
brace himself firmly — in short, to do any thing. 

In vain. Mr. Figgs didn't understand a 
word. He was unmovable. Then they threat- 
ened to drop him and leave him half-way. The 
threat was disregarded. Mr. Figgs sat on a 
stone while they rested and smiled benignantly 
at them. At last, maddened by his impassi- 
bility, they screamed at him and at one an- 
other with furious gesticulations, and then tear- 
ing off the' straps, they hurried up the slope, 
leaving him on the middle of the mount to take 
care of himself. 

It might be told how the Senator toiled up 
slowly but surely, never stopping till he had 
gained the summit ; or how Buttons, who ar- 
rived there first, spent the time in . explorin^; 
the mysteries of this elevated region ; or how 
Dick stopped every twenty paces to rest and 
smoke ; how he consumed much time and 
much tobacco ; and how he did not gain the 
summit until twenty minutes after the serene 
face of the Senator had confronted the terrors 
of the crater. 

Before these three there was a wonderful 
scene. Below them lay the steep sides of the 
cone, a waste of hideous ruin — 

** Rocks, crags, and mounds confusedly hurled, 
The fragments of a ruined world." 

Before them was the crater, a vast abyss, the 
bottom of which was hidden from sight by dense 
clouds of sulphurous smoke which forever as- 
cended. Far away on the other side rose the 
opposite wall of the abyss — black, rocky cliffs 
that rose precipitously upward. The side on 
which they stood sloped down at a steep angle 
for a few hundred feet, and then went abruptly 
downward. A mighty wind was blowing and 
carried all the smoke away to the opposite side 
of the crater, so that by getting down into the 
shelter of a rock they were quite comfortable. 

The view of the country that lay beneath was 
superb. There lay Naples with its suburbs, 
extending for miles along the shore, with Por- 
tici, Castellamare, and the vale of Sorrento. 
There rose the hills of Baiae, the rock of Ischia, 
and the Isle of Capri. There lay countless 
vineyards, fields forever green, groves of orange 
and fig-trees, clusters of palms and cypresses. 
Mountains ascended all around, with many 
heights crowned with castles or villages. There 
lay the glorious Bay of Naples, the type of per- 
fect beauty. Hundreds of white sails dotted 
the intense blue of its surface. Ships were 



there at anchor, and in fall sail. Over all was 
a sky such as is seen only in Italy, with a depth 
of blue, which, when seen in paintings, seems 
to the inexperienced eye like an exaggeration. 

The guides drew their attention from all this 
beauty to a solid fact. This was the cooking 
of an egg by merely burying it in the hot sand 
for a few minutes. 

Buttons now proposed to go down into the 
crater. The guides looked aghast. 

" Why not ?" 

" Impossible, Signer. It's death.*' 

** Death ? Nonsense ! come along and show 
us the way." 

"The way? There is no way. No one 
ever dares to go down. Where can we go to ? 
Do you not see that beyond that point where 
the rock projects it is all a precipice ?" 

'* That point? Well, that is the very spot I 
wish to go to. Come along.'* 

** Never, Signor.'* 

"Then I'll go." 

" Don't. For the sake of Heaven, and in the 
name of the most Holy Mother, of St.. Peter in 
chains, of all the blessed Apostles and Martyrs, 
the glorious Saints and — " 

" Blessed Botheration, '* cried Buttons, abrupt- 
ly turning his back and preparing to descend. 

** Are you in earnest. Buttons ?" asked Dick. 
" Are you really going down ?" 

"Certainly." 

" Oh, then I'll go too." 

Upon this the others warned, rebuked, threat- 
ened, remonstrated, and begged. In vain. The 
Senator interposed the authority of years and 
wisdom. But to no purpose. With much 
anxiety he sat on the edge of the crater, look- 
ing for the result and expecting a tragedy. 

The slope down whicji they ventured was 
covered with loose sand. At each step the 
treacherous soil slid beneath them. It was a 
mad and highly reprehensible undertaking. 
Nevertheless down they went — farther and fur- 
ther. The kind heai*t of the Senator felt a pang 
at every step. His voice sounded mournfully 
through the rolling smoke that burst through a 
million crevices, and at times hid the advent- 
urers from view. But down they went. Some- 
times they slid fearfully. Then they would 
wait and cautiously look around. Sometimes the 
vapors covered them with such dense folds that 
they had to cover their faces. 

"If they ain't dashed to pieces they'll be suf- 
focated — sure!" cried the Senator, starting up, 
and unable to control his feelings. "I can't 
stand this," he muttered, and he too stepped 
down. 

The guides looked on in horror. "Your 
blood will be on your own heads !" they cried. 

As the Senator descended the smoke entered 
his eyes, mouth, and nostrils, making him cough 
and sneeze fearfully. The sand slid ; the heat 
under the surface pained his feet ; every step 
made it worse. However, he kept on bravely. 
At length he reached the spot where the others 
were standing. 
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At the Toot of the dedivit/ was an nngular 
rock irMth jatted ont for about twelre feet. It 
was Bboul six feet wide. Its sides went dovn 
precipitonalj. The Senator walked painfally 
u) wiiere they were standing. It was a fearful 
scene. All aronnd arose the sides of the ctater, 
black and rocky, perpendicular on alt sides, ex- 
cept the small slope down which they had just 
descended — a vast and gloomy circumference. 
But the most terrific sight lay beneath. 

The sides of Ihe crater went sheer down to a 
great depth encloBing a black abyss which in the 
first excitement of the scene the alartled fancy 
might well imagine extending to the bowels of 
the earth from which there came rolling up rast 
clouds dense black snlphurons which at times 
completely encircled them shntcing out eTery 
thing from view filling eyes nose mouth with 
fumes of brirostonB forcing them to hold the 
l^ls of their coats or the skirts it's all the 
same over their faces so as not to he altogether 
Buftbcated while again after a while a fierce 
blast of wind driving downward trould hurl the 
smoke away and dashing it a|;ainst the other 
side of the crater gather it up in dense volumes 



of htaekest smoke In thick clouds which rolled 
up (he flinty cliffs and reaching the summit 
bounded fiercely out into the sky to pass on and 
be seen from afar as that dread pennant of Ve- 
sQvins which is the sigf^ and symbol of its mas- 
tery over the earth around it and the inhabit- 
ants thereof ever changing and in all its changes 
watched with awe by fearful men who read in 
those changes their own fate now taking heart 
as they see it more tenuous in its consistency 
anon shuddering as they see it gathering in 
diniaer folds and finally awe-stricken and all 
overcome as they see the thick black cloud rise 
proudly up to heaven in a long straight col- 
□mn at whose upper termination the colossal 
pillar spreads itself out and shows to the start- 
led gaae the dread symbol of the cypress tree 
the herald of earthquakes emptiong and- — — 

. — -There — I flatter myself that in the way 
of description it would not be easy to beat the 
above. 1 juat throw it off as my friend Tit- 
marsh, poor fellow, once said, to show what I 
could do if I tried. I hare decided not to put 
punctuation marks there, but rather to let each 
reader supply them tor himself. They are oft- 
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en in the wa;, particolarl; to tha writer, whi 
he bos to etop ia tbe fall flow of a descriptit 
and insert them — 

Bat— 

We left oar friends down in the crater oTTe- 
BUTioa. Of conrse tbej hurried oat aa soon as 
thej could, and moanting Iha treacherouB sleep 
thej Boon regained the summit, where the guides 
had Btood bawling piieansly all the time. 

Then came tbe deBccQt. It was not over the 
lava blocks, bat in another place, wbicb was 
covered with loose sliding sand. Awa; thej 
started. 

BnttoDB ahead, went with immeoBe strides 
doim the slope. At every step the sliding sand 
carried him about ten feet farther, so that each 
step was equal to about twenty feel. It was 
like flying. Bat it was attended by bo many 
foils that the descent of Buttons and Dick was 
accomplished as much by sliding and rolling as 
by walking. 

The Senator was more cautious. Having 
fallen once or twice, he tried to comet this 
tendency by walking backward. Whenever he 
fonnd himself falling he would let himself go, 
and thus, on his band* and knees, would let 
himself elide for a conwderable distance. This 
plan gave him immense saiisfbction. 

" It's quite like coasting," said he, after he 
had reached the bottom ; " only it does come a, 
little hard on tbe .trowsers." 

On their arrival at th« Hermitage to their 
surprise the; saw nothing of Mr Figgs The 
Doctor had been sleeping all the time, bat tbe 
landlord said he had not been that way As 




they knew that the neighborhood of Tesnviag 

was not always the safest in the world, thej all 
went hack at once to search after him. 

Arriving at the foot of the cone they went' 
everywhere shouting hia name. There was no 
responie. They skirted the base of the cone. 
They walked up to where he had been. The; 
saw nothing. The guides who had thas far 
been with tbem now said tbey had to go. So 
they received their pay and departed. 

" Of all the mean, useless, chicken-hearted 
dolts that ever I see," sud the Senator, " they 
arc the wust I" 

But meanwhile there was no Figgs. They 
began (o feel anxious. At last Buttons, who 
had been up to where Mr. Figgs was left, 
thought he saw traces of fbotstepi in the suid 
that was nearest. He followed these for some 
time, and at last shonted to the others. Tbe 
others went to where be was. Thej saw an 
Italian with him — on ill-looking, low-browed 
rascal, with villain stamped on every feature. 

"This fellow says he saw a man who an- 
awers the description of Figgs go over in that 
direction," aud Buttons, pointing toward the part 
which ia furthest from tba 



"There? What lor?" 

"I don'tknow." 

"Is there any danger?" 

"I think so — Figga may have had to go— 

' Well," sajd the Senator, " we mnat go after 

What arms have jon?" said the Doctor. 
' Don I show it before thia raacaL" 
* I have a bowie-knife," said Bnttons. 

' So have I," said Dick. 
And I," said the Senator, "am sorry to s^ 
that I have nothing at all." 

Well I suppose we mast go," sud the Doc- 
tor ' My revolver ia something. It is a doa- 
ble revolver, of pecnliar shape." 

'n ithont any other thonght they at once pre- 
pared to venture into a district that for all they 
knew might swarm with robbers. They had 
only one thought, and that was to Bare PiggB. 

' Can this man lead ns ?" asked Dick. 

" He says he can take us along where he saw 
Fibs* go and perlu^ we may see some pet^le 
who can teU ns abont him." 

"Perhaps we can," said the Senator, grimly. 

They then Btarted off with the Italian at their 
head The sun was by thia time within an 
honr s distance from the horizon, and they had 
notime tolose. So they walked rapidly. Soon 
they entered among hilla and rocks of lava', 
where the desolation of the surronnding coan- 
try began to be modified by vegetation. It was 
quite difflcnlt to keep their reckoning, so as to 
know in what direction they were going, but 
thej kept on nevertbelesa. 

AH of tbem knew that the errand was a dan- 
gerous one. All of them knew that it would 
be better if they were armed. But no one said 
onj thing of the kind. In fact, they felt snch 
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confidence in their own pinck and resolution 
that they had no doubt of success. 

At length they came to a place where trees 
were on each side of the rough path. At an 
opening here three men stood. Buttons at 
once accosted them and told his errand. They 
looked at the Americans with a sinister smile. 

"Don't be afraid of us," said Buttons, quiet- 
ly. " We're armed with revolvers, but we won't 
hurt you. Just show us where our friend is, 
for we're afraid he has lost his way." 

At this strange salutation the Italians looked 
puzzled. They looked at their guns, and then 
at the Americans. Two or three other men 
came out from the woods at the same time, and 
stood in their rear. At length as many as ten 
men stood around them. 

"What are you staring at?" said Buttons 
again. **You needn't look so frightened. 
Americans only use their revolvers against 
thieves." 

The Doctor at this, apparently by accident, 
took out his revolver. Standing a little on one 
side, he fired at a large crow on the top of a 
tree. The bird fell dead. He then fired five 
other shots just by way of amusement, laughing 
all the time with the Senator. 

"You see," said he — " ha, ha — we're in a fix 
— ha, Jia — and 1 want to show them what a re- 
volver is ?" 

"But you're wasting all your shot." 

" Not a bit of it. See!" 

And saying this he drew a second chamber 
from his pocket, and taking the first out of the 
pistol inserted the other. He then fired anoth- 
er shot. All this was the work of a few mo- 
ments. He then took some cartridges and fillecl 
the spare chamber once more. 

The Italians looked on this display in great 
astonishment, exchanging signiflcant glances, 
particularly when the Doctor changed the cham- 
bers. The Americans, on the contrary, took 
Rood care to manifest complete indifi^erence. 
The Italians evidently thought they were all 
armed like the Doctor. Naturally enough, too, 
for if not, why should they venture here and 
talk so loftily to them ? So they were puzzled, 
and in doubt. After a time one who appeared 
to be their leader stepped aside with two or 
three of the men, and talked in a low voice, aft- 
er which he came to Buttons and said : 

" Come, then, and we will show you." 

"Goon." 
. The Captain beckoned to his men. Six of 
them went to the rear. Buttons saw the ma- 
noeuvre, and burst into roars of laughter. The 
Italians looked more puzzled than ever. 

" Is that to keep us from getting away?" he 
cried — " ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! Well, well !" 

'^He^s putting a guard behind us. Laugh 
like fury, boys," said Buttons, in English. 

Whereupon they all roared, the tremendous 
laughter of the Senator coming in with fearful 
effect. 

" There's nothing to laugh at," said the man 
who appeared to be captain, very sulkily. 



"It's evident that you Italians don't under- 
stand late improvements, " said Buttons. * ' But 
come, hurry on." 

The Captain turned and walked ahead sullen- 

" It's all very well to laugh," said the Doctor, 
in a cheerful tone ; " but suppose those devils 
behind us shoot us." 

"I think if they intended to do that the Cap- 
tain would not walk in front. No, they want 
to take us alive, and make us pay a heavy ran- 
som." 

After this the Club kept up an incessnnt chat- 
ter. They talked over their situation, but could 
as yet decide upon nothing. It grew dark at 
length. The sun went down. The usual rapid 
twilight came on. 

" Dick," said the Doctor, " when it gets dark 
enough I'll give you my pistol, so that you may 
show off with it as if it were vours." 

"All right, my son," said Dick. 

Shortly after, when it was quite dark, the 
Doctor slipped the pistol into the side-pocket of 
Dick's coat. At length a light appeared before 
them. It was an old ruin which stood upon an 
eminence. Where they were not a soul of 
them could tell. Dick declared that he smelt 
salt water. 

The light which they saw came from the 
broken windows of a dilapidated hall belonging 
to the building. They went up some crumbling 
steps, and the Captain gave a peculiar knock at 
the door. A woman opened it. A bright 
light streamed out. Dick paused for a mo- 
ment, and took the Doctor's pistol from his 
pocket. He held it up, and pretended to ar- 
range the chamber. Then he carelessly put it 
in his pocket again. 

* ' You haven't bound them ?" sai<f the woman 
who opened the door to the Captain. 

" Meaning us, my joy?" said Buttons, in Ital- 
ian. " Not just yet, I believe, and not for some 
time. But how do vou all do ?" 

The woman stared hard at Buttons, and then 
at the Captain. There were eight or ten women 
here. It was a large hall, the roof still entire, 
but with the plaster all gone. A bright fire 
burned at one end. Torches burned around. 
On a stool near the fire was a familiar form — 
a portly, well-fed form — with a merry face — a 
twinkle in his eye — a pipe in his mouth — calm- 
ly smoking — ^apparently quite at home, though 
his feet were tied — in short, Mr. Figgs ! 

"Figgs, my boy!" 

One universal shout and the Club surrounded 
their companion. In an instant Buttons cut his 
bonds. 

" Bless you^bless you, my children !" cried 
Figgs. "But how the (Principal of Evil) did 
you get here ? These are brigands. I've just 
been calculating how heavy a bill I would have 
to foot." 

The brigands saw the release of Figgs, and 
stood looking gloomily at their singular prison- 
ers, not quite knowing whether they were pris- 
oners or not, not knowing what to do. Each 
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member of Ihe Clab look the most comForta' 
bie Best be could Hod near the fire, and began 
miking rehementlj. Suddenly Buttons jnmp- 

"A thousand pardons — I really forgot that 
lliere were ladies present. Will yoa not sit 
here and give ns the honor ofyonr company ?" 

He made a profoand bow and looked at 
nevGial of them. They looked puzzled, Chen 
plenseJ ; then they all be)^n to titter. 

"Signor makes himself very much at home," 
said one, at length. 

" And where could there be a pleasanter 
place? This old ball, this jolly old fire, and 
this delightful company 1" 

Another bow. The Captiun looked Tery sul- 
len sriil. He was evidently in deep perplexity. 

" Come, cheerup there 1" said Bnltons. "We 
won't do jon any harm ; we won't eTcn com- 
plain lo the anthoriliBB that we found onr friend 
here. Cheer np 1 Have you any thing to eat, 
most noble Captun?" 

The Cnptain tnmedaway. 

Meanwhile figgs had told the story of his 
capture. After resting for a while on the slope 
he prepared to descend, bat seeing sand further 
away he went orer toward it and descended 
there. Finding it very dangerous or difficult 
to go down Btraight he made the descent ob- 
liqnely, so that when be reacbed the foot of the 
cone he was far away from the point at which 
he had started to make the ascent ArtiTing 
there, he sat down to rest sStet hu exerU 
Some men came toward him bat he did 
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think muchabont it. Suddenly, beforeheknew 
what was np, he found himself a prisuner. He 
had a weary march, and waa just getting com- 
fortable as they came in. 

As tboy Enl round the fire they found it tery 
comfirtahle. Like many evenings in Italy, it 
was damp and quite chilly. They laughed and 
talked, and appeared to be any thing hnt cap- 
tives in a robber's hold. The Captain had tieeii 
out for some time, and at length returned. Hu 
was now very cheerful. He came tanghingly 
up to the fire. 

" Well, Signori Americani, what do you think 
of yonr accommodation ?" 

" Delightful ! charming I" cried Buttons and 
Dick. 

"If the ladies would only deign to smile on 

"Aba I Touareagreat man for the Indies!" 
said the Captain. 

" Who ia not ?" said Bullons, sententionsly. 
After a few pleasant words the Captuin left 

" He has some scheme in his villainous head," 
said Buttons. 

"To drug ns," said the Doctor. 

"To send for others," said Dick. 

' ' To wait till we eleep, and then fall on ns, " 
said Mr. Figgs. 

"Well, gentlemen," said the Senator, draw- 
ing himself up, " we're more than a match for 
them Why what are these brigands ? Is 
there a man of them who isu t a poor, misera- 
ble cowardlycuss? Rot one If we are capt- 
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nred by such as Iheee we decerve to be cap- 
tives til car lives." 

" If we don't get off soon we'll hare a good 
Tonnil Bnm to faj," said Mr. Cigg^. 

" And fiiat I object to," said Buttons ; " for 
I promised mj Gorernor solemQlj that I wouldn't 
spend more than b, certwn Btun in Europe, and 

"For my part," said the Doctor, "I can't 

afford it." 

*' And I would rather use the amount which 
they would ask in some other way," said Dick. 

"That's it, boys! You're plucky. Go in! 
We'll Hx ibeir fliute. The American eagle is 
soaring, gentlemen — let him ascend to the ze- 
nith. Go it! Bat mind now — don't be too 
hasty. Let's wait for a time to bbo further de- 
velopments." 

" Richard, my boy, will yon occupy the time 
by singing a hymn?" continued the Senator. 
" I see a guitar there." 

Dick quietly got up, took the gniUir, and, 
taning it, began to sing. The brigands were 
still in a state of wonder. The women looked 
shy. Most of the spectAlors, however, were 
grinning at the eccentric Americans. Dick 
played Mid sang a great quantity of songs, all 
of a comic character. 

The Italians were fond of music, of course. 
Kck had a good voice. Most of his Bongs had 
choruses, and the whole Club joined in. The 
Italians admired most the nigger songi. " Oh, 
Susannah!" was greeted with great applause. 
So was "Boo-dah;'' and the Italians themselves 
joined energetically in the chorns. But the 
song that they loved best was "Ole VirginDy 
Shore." This they called for over and over, 
find as they had quick ears they readily caught 
the tune; so that, finally, wbeo Dick, at their 
earnest request, sang it for the seventh time, 
they whistled the air all through, and joined in 
with a thundering chorus. The Captain came 
in at the midst of it, and listened with great de- 
light. After Dick had laid down his instm- 
ment he approached the Americans. 



" Well, ole boss," said the Senator, "won't 
yon take an arm-chair?" 

" What is it ?" said the Captain to Buttons. 

" He wants to know if your Excellency will 
honor bim by sitting near him." 

The Captain's eje sparkled. Evidently it 
met his wisbea. The American* saw his de- 
light. 

' ' I shonld feel honored fay sitting beside the 
illuBtriouB stranger," said he. " It was what I 
cams to ask. And will you allow the rest of 
these noble gentlemen to sit here and partici- 
pate in jonr amnsement ?" 

"The very thing," saidBntions, "which we 
have been trying to get them to do, but they 
won't. Now we are as anxious as ever, but 
still more anxlons fox the ladies." 

"Oh, Che ladies!" said the Captain; "they 

Saying this he made a gesture, and live of 
his men came up. The whole six then sat with 
the five Americans. The Senator insisted that 
(he Captain should sit by his side. Yet it was 
singular. Each one of the men still kept his 
gnu. No notice was taken of this, however. 
The policy of the Americans was to go iu for 
utter jollity. They sat tbns : 

The Captain. 

The Senator. 
Bandit Number 1. 
Mr. Fia!s. 
Bandit Number 3. 

The Doctor. 
Bandit Namber 3. 

Dick. 
Bandit Number 4. 
Bnltons. 
Bandit Number 6. 
Five members of the Club. Six bandits. In 
addition to these, fbar others stood armed at 
Che door. The women were at a distance. 
But the sequel must be left to another ehaf- 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



'■%7>, Look a( thve ^T- 



HAONiriCBHT 









rUvsMui 



[Club.- 



" BoTS," said ths Sfnatol, assumiag 
cone, "it's evident these raacats hSTe planned "ifji "??S 'f "i, 
ihU arraagement to attack □>; bat I've got a i,|| imj-'] 
plan bj which we can tnrn the tables. Now j " My idw i. lo mro 
laufth, all of yon." A roar of laughter arosp. i Tb^p™ii,e^iTffl1a' 
" I'll tell it in a minate. Whenever IsCop, you pnHei. Whmi ihej h 
all laugh. 80 that thej may not think that we are ■ ^X?^a ^i,t'™weL°{ii 
plotting." Another roar of laughter. "But- we pianaed it lU. icfi 
tons, talk Italian aa hard as you can; P'^ ' 'if"^"j!?Th"'''* 
tend to translate what I am saving; make ap ! n^na^hsiui. '> '"^ 
soroetliing funny, bo aa to gee them langh- 
ing; but take good care to listen to what I 

""All right," said Buttons. 
" Ha! ha I ha! ha! ha!" said the olhera. 

Now the Senator bej;an to divulge his plan, 
and Buttons began to talk Italian, pretending to 
translate nhat the Senator said. To do (his 
required much quickness, and a vivid imagine- ' 
tion, with a sense of the ridiculous, and many 
other qnalities too numeroas to mention. For- 
tunately Buttons had all these, or else the Club ' 
would not hare acted precisely as it did act 
and perhaps it mif'lit not have been able t< 
move along in the capacity of a Club any longer, 
in which case it would, of course, have ha " 
further adventuros ; and Ihen ihia history w 
not have been written ; and whether the » 
would have been better off or worse is more 
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[What the Senator eald.] 
[Club.— ''Ual bA! hal 
ha I haP] 

^*Tbe next thing is, to 
haye some ringing. They 
seem to like our glorious 
national songtf. Give them 
some of them. Let the first 
one be * Old Viiginny/ '» 



ha! ha!**] 



hal hal 



[What BattoDfl Mali he said.] 
[Bandits ^ro0H theniselveS) 
and look serious.] 

'* He heard that the priest 
▼as not dead. As he always 
makes sure work, he intends 
to look In in the morning^ 
and if he*s alivCf he* 11 cut 
his throat, and make all his 
attendants dance to the tune 
of ^OldVirgumy."* 



Buttons had to work on that word " Old 
Yirginnj," for the quick ears of the Italians 
bad caught k. Bandits cross themselves again. 

Captain* — " I don't believea word of it. It's 
impossible.'* 

Bandit No. 5. — *' He looks like it, any way." 

In fact, the Senator did look like it. His 
bair tinged to an unnatural hue by the sulphur 
of Vesuvius, his square, determined jaw, his 
heavy, overhanging brow, marked him as one 
who was capable of any desperate enterprise. 



[What the Senator said.] 
«'Nezt and last, Dick, 
you are to sing * Yankee 
Doodle.* Ton knoir the 
words about * coming to 
town riding on a pony.* 
Yon know that verse ends 
with an Italian word. I am 
particular about this, for you 
might sing the wrong verse. 
Do you understand, all of 
you ? If so, wink your eyes 
twice." 



[The Club all winked 
twice. Then, as usual : 

'*Ual ha! ha! hal 
ha!"] 

*''' Look at me. There are 
six. I will take two ; each 
of you take one — the man on 
your right, remember. As 
Dick, in singing, comes to 
that word, each of you go 
at your man. Buttons, yon 
hear, of course.** 



[Cr?te&.— '*Ha! hat ha! 
ha! ha!**] 



'^Boys, arrange in yonr 
minds what to do. Grab 
the gun, and put your man 
down backward. I*m al- 
most ashamed of the gamci 
it*8 80 easy. Look at these 
booUes by me. They are 
like children. No muscle. 
The fellows at the end won't 
dare to shoot for fear of 
wounding their own men. 

Caib.-'-Ha! ha! hal 
hal hal"] 



[What Bnttons said he laid.] 

^*He says there Is no 
danger for him, however, 
for foreigners are iii terror 
of the tune of * Yankee 
Doodle.* If he were arrest- 
ed by the Government, the 
American Admiral would at 
once send ashore a file of 
marines with an * ultima- 
tum,* a ^Columbiad,* a 
*■ spanker boom,* a ^ Web- 
ster's Unabridged,* and a 
* hrachycatalectic,* to de- 
mand his surrender at the 
cannon*s mouth.** 

[Great sensation among 
the bandits at the formida- 
ble arms of American ma- 
rines.] 

^* They think in town that 
he is the Devil, because he 
has killed seven men in 
duels since he came, and 
has never been wounded. 
People don*t know the great 
American invention, worn 
next the skin, which makes 
the body impervious to bul- 
lets.*' 

ICaptaint sneering. — ^^I 
don't believe it*' 

Bandit No. 3 " I don't 

know. They invented the 
revolver. If I only had 
one!'*] 

^^ He's made up his mind 
to go and take part in the 
war in Lombardy. He will 
raise a band of Americans, 
all dothed in the great shot- 
proof shirt, and armed with 
revolvers like ours, thnt 
shoot twelve times, and have 
bullets like bomb-shells, 
that burst inside of a man 
and blow him to pieces.** 



Captain^ coldly. — **Tbat crow didn't blow 
up." 

Buttons, — " Oh yes it did. It was dark, and 
you didn't notice. Go get it to-morrow, exam- 
ine it, and you will find traces of the exploded 
shell." 

Bandit No. 4.—" Santa Maria! What lies 
this giant tells his friends ! and they all laugh. 
They don't believe him." 



Bandit No. 1 .— * * Well, that revolver is enough 
for me ; and they all have them." 

The above conversation was all carried on 
very rapidly, and did not take up much time. 

At once the Club proceeded to carry out the 
Senator's plan. First tliey talked nonsense, 
and roared and laughed, and perfected their 
plan, and thus passed about ten minutes. Then 
Buttons asked the Italians if they wished more 
music. 

. *' Answer, gallant Captain of these Kings 
of the Boad. Will yon hear our foreign 
songs ?" 

*'Most gladly," said the gallant Captain. 
'* There will yet be time before we get our sup- 
per." 

A sinister gleam in his eye as he said this 
about the supper did not escape the notice of 
Buttons. Thereupon he handed the guitar t# 
Dick, and the latter began to sing once more 
the strains of **01e Virginny." The Italians 
showed the same delight, and joined in a roar- 
ing chorus. Even the men by the door stood 
yelling or whistling as Dick sang. 

Lastly, Dick struck up the final song. The 
hour had come I 

'* Yankee Doodle came to town 
To buy himself a pony, 
Stuck a feather in his hat 
And called it — Maecaroni /** 

As the song began each man had quietly 
braced himself for one grand effort. At the 
sound of the last word the effect was tremen- 
dous. 

The Senator threw his mighty arms round 
the Captain and the other bandit. They were 
both small men, as indeed Italians are general- 
ly, and beside his colossal frame they were like 
boys to a grown man. He held them as in a 
vice, and grasping their hands, twisted them 
back till their guns fell from their grasp. As 
he hurled the affrighted ruffians to the floor, 
the guns crashed on the stone pavement, one of 
them exploding in its fall. He then by sheer 
strength jerked the Captain over on his face, 
and threw the other man on him face down- 
ward. This done he sat on them, and turned 
to see what the others were doing. 

Buttons had darted at No. 5 who was on his 
right, seized his gun and thrown him backward. 
He was holding him down now while the fellow 
was roaring for help. 

Dick had done about the same thing, but had 
not yet obtained possession of the gun. He 
was holding the Doctor's pistol to the bandit's 
head, and telling him in choice Italian to drop 
his gun, or he would send him out of the world 
with twelve bullets. 

The Doctor was all right. He was calmly 
seated on Bandit No. 3, with one hand holding 
the bandit's gun pointed toward the door, and 
the other grasping the ruffian's throat in a death- 
like clutch. The man's face was black, and he 
did not move. 

Mr. Figgs had not been so successful. Being 
fat, he had not been quick enough. He was 



THE DODGE CLUB ; OR, ITALY IN MDCCCLIX. 



49 



holding the bandit's gun, and aiming blows at 
his face. 

" Doctor," said the Senator, ** your man's all 
right. Giye it to Figgs's man.". 

The Doctor sprang up, seized Figgs's man by 
the throat, jast as he staggered back, and 
brought him down. 

The whole thing had been done in an incred- 
ibly short time. The robbers had been taken 
by complete surprise. In strength they were 
far inferior to their assailants. Attacked as they 
were so unexpectedly the success of the Ameri- 
cans was not very wonderful. The uproar was 
tremendous. The women were most noisy. 
At first all were paralyzed. Then wild shrieks 
rang through the hall. They yelled, they shout- 
ed, they wrung their hands. 

The four bandits at the end of the hall stood 
for a moment horror-struck. Then they raised 
their guns. But they dared not fire. They 
might shoot their own men. Suddenly Dick, 
who had got the gun which he wished, looked 
at the door, and seeing the guns levelled he 
fired the rerolver. A loud scream followed. 
One of the men felk The women rushed to 
take care of him. The other three ran off. 

'* Doctor/' said the Senator, **haye yon a 
rope ? Tie that man's hands behind him." 

The Doctor took his handkerchief, twisted it, 
and tied the man's hands as neatly and as firm- 
ly as though they were in handcuffs. He then 
went to Buttons, got a handkerchief from him, 
and tied up his man in the same way. Then 
Dick's man was bound. At that moment a 
bullet fired through one of the windows grazed 
the head of Mr. Figgs. 

*'Dick," said the Senator, '* go out and keep 
guard." 

Dick at once obeyed. The women screamed 
and ran as he came along. 

Then the two men whom the Senator had 
captured were bound. After a while some 
pieces of rope and leather straps were found by 
Buttons. With these all the bandits were se- 
cured more firmly. The men whom the Sena- 
tor had captured were almost lifeless from the 
tremendous weight of his manly form. They 
made their captives squat down in one corner, 
while the others possessed themselves of their 
guns ai^d watched them. The wretches look- 
ed frightened out of their wits. They were 
Neapolitans and peasants, weak, feeble, nerve- 
less. 

''It's nothing to boast of," said the Senator, 
contemptuously, as he looked at the slight fig- 
ures. "They're a poor lot — small, no muscle, 
no spirit, no nothing." 

The poor wretches now began to whine and 
cry. 

" Oh, Signore," they cried, appealing to But- 
tons. * * Spare our lives ! " 

At that the whole crowd of women came 
moaning and screaming. 

''Back!" said Buttons. 

*()h, Sipnori, for the sake of Heaven spare 
them. Spare our husbands!" 



** Back, all of you ! We won*t hurt any one 
if you all keep quiet.'* 

The women went sobbing back again. The 
Doctor then went to look at the wounded man 
by the door. The fellow was trembling and 
weeping. All Italians weep easily. 

The Doctor examined him and found it was 
only a fiesh wound. T|ie women were full of 
gratitude as the Doctor bound up his arm after 
probing the wound, and lifted the man on a rude 
couch. From time to time Dick would look in 
at the door to see how things were going on. 
The field was won. 

** Well," said the Senator, "the other three 
have probably run for it. They may bring 
others back. At any rate we had better hurry 
off. We are armed now, and can be safe. But 
what ought we to do with these fellows ?" • 

*' Nothing," said Buttons. 

"Nothing?" 

" No. They probably belong to the * Camor- 
ra,' a sort of legalized brigandage, and if we 
had them all put in prison they would be let out 
the next day." 

* * Well, I must say I'd rather not. They're a 
mean lot, but I don't wish them any harm. 
Suppose we make them take us out to the road 
within sight of the eity, and then let them go ?" 

"Well." 

The others all agreed to this. 

" We had better start at once then." 

" For my part," said Mr. Figgs, "I think we 
had much better get something to eat before we 
go." 

" Pooh I We can get a good dinner in Na- 
ples. We may have the whole country around 
us if we wait, and though I don't care for my- 
self, yet I wouldn't like to see one of you fall, 
boys." 

So it was decided to go at once. One man 
still was senseless. He was left to the care of 
the women after being resuscitated by the Doc- 
tor. The Captain and four bandits were taken 
away. 

"Attend," said Buttons, sternly. "Yon 
must show us the nearest way to Naples. If 
you deceive us you die. If you show us our 
way we may perhaps let you go." 

The women all crowded around their hus- 
bands, screaming and yelling. In vain Buttons 
told them there was no danger. At last he 
said — 

" You come along too, and make them show 
us the way. You will then return here with 
them. The sooner the better. Haste!" 

The women gladly assented to this. 

Accordingly they all started, each one of the 
Americans carrying a gun in one hand, and 
holding the arm of a bandit with the other. 
The women went ahead of their own accord, 
eager to put an end to their fears by getting rid 
of such dangerous guests. After a walk of 
about half an hour they came to the public road 
which ran near to the sea. 

'* I thought I smelt the sea-air," said Dick. 

They had gone by the other side of Vesuvius. 
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" TbiB is the rood to Naples, SigBori," laid 
the women. 

" Ah ! And yoa won't feel sab till yon get 
ihe men away. Very well, yoa may go. We 
can probably take care of oarselres now." 

The women ponred forth a torrent of thanks 
and blessings. The men were then allowed to 
go, and instantly ranished ioto the darkness. 
At first it was quite dark, but after a while the 
moon arose and they walked merrily along, 
though Tery hungiy. 

Before Ihey reached their hotel it was about 
one o'clock. Buttons and Dick stayed there. 
As they were all sitting over the repast which 
they forced the landlord to get for them, Dick 
suddenly struck his hand on the table. 

" Sold !" he cried. 

"What?" 

"They've got our handkerchiefs." 

" Handkerchiefs I" cried Mr. Figgs, mefnlly, 
" why, I forgot to get back roy purse." 




"Yonr purse I Well, let's go oat 1 



"Pooh! it's no 1 
three piastres in it. 
larger money elsewhere. ' 

"Well, theyVa made something out of as 
after all. Throe piastres and five handker- 

The Senator frowned. " I've a precious good 
mind to go out there to-morrow a ' 
disgorge," said he. "I'll think 



natter. There were only 
I keep my circular bill and 



make them 



CHAPTEH XV. 



As the Club intended to leave for Roma al- 
most immediately, the two young men in the 
Strado di San BartoUo were prepared la settle 
with their landlord. 

When Bnttons and Dick packed np their 



modest valises there was a general excitemeni 
in the bonse ; and when Ihey called for their 
little hill it appeared, and the whole family 
along with it. The landlord presented it witli 
a neat bow. Behind him stood his wife. On 
his left the big dragoon. And on his right 
Dolores. 

Soch was the position which the enemy took 
up. 



"Your bill." 

"My bill F" 

" Yes, Signore." 

"Yes," repeated Dolores, waving her little 
hand at But ions. 

Something menacing appeared in the atti- 
tude and tone of Dolores. Had she chnnged? 
Had she joined the enemy? What did all this 



I don't recollect naming any price," said 
the landlord, evasively. ' 

1 recollect," snid Dolores, decidedly, " He 
didn t name any price at all." 

Good Heavens !" cried Buttons, aghast, and 
(otally unprepared for this on the pnrt of Do- 
lores tbongh nothing on the part of the land- 
lord conld have astonished him. In the brief 
space of three weeks that worthy had been in 
the habit of telling him on an avemge abont 
four hundred and seventy-seven downright lies 

1: u told me," said Battons, with admira- 
He cnlmncss, "that it would he two piastres a 

Two piastres 1 Two for both of yon I Im- 
possible! YoD might as well say I was in- 



Two piastres!" echoed Dolores, in indig- 
nant tones— "only think! and for this mag- 
nificent apartment! the best in the house — ele- 
ntly furnished, and two genllemen ! Why, 



what 



■a that 



i(;hed Battons. 
" Signore!" said Dolores. 
•■Didn't he, Dick?" 

" He did, "said Dick; "of coarse he did." 

"Ob, that BomicduolD will say any thing," 
said Dolores, coutempluonsly snapping her fin- 
gers in Dick's face. 

" Why, Sinogre. Look yon. Howls it pos- 
sible? Think what accommodations! Gazf: 
upon that bed ! Gaze upon tliat furniture ! 
Contemplate that prospect of the busy. street !"' 

"Why, it's the most wretched room in town," 
cried Buttons. " I've been ashamed to ask my 
friends here." 

"Ah, wretch!" cried Dolores, with flashing 
eyes. "You well know that yon were never 

well lodged at home. This miser^le! Thi< 

room to be ashamed of! Away, American 
savage! Andyoar friends, whoare they? Do 
yoQ lodge with the laiaroni?'! 
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" You said that jon woald charge two pi- 

carline. How dare yon send me a bill for 
eighteen piastres? 1 will paj yoa six pisBtres 
for the three weeks. Tour bill for eighteen is 
a cheat. I throw it awa;. Behold!" 

And Buttons, tearing the paper into twen^ 
fragments, scattered them over the floor. 

" Ah!" cried Dolores, standing before him, 
with her arms folded, and her face all aglow 
with beautiful anger; "joa call ita cheat, do 
yoa? You would like, would jott not, to run 
off and pay nothing? That is the custom, 1 
snppose, in America. But ;oa can not do that 
in this honest conntry." 

" .Signore, jon may tear up fifty b lis bntjoa 
must pay," sMd the landlord, politely 

"If yon come to travel you should br ng 
money enough to take yon along," sa d Dolo es 

"Then I wonld not have to take lodgings 
fit only for a Sorrento be^ar," said Bnttons 
somewhat rndely. 

" They are too good for an American beg 
gar," rejoined Dolores, taking a step nearer to 
him, and slapping her little hauda together by 
way of emphasis. 

" Is this [he maid," thought Bnttons that 
hnng so tenderly on my arm at the masquerade ? 
the sweet girl who has charmed so many even 
ings with her innocent mirth ? Is this the fair 
young creature who — " 

" Are yoo going to pay, or do yon think yon 
can keep us waiting forever?" cried the lair 
yonng creature, impatiently and sharply. 

"No more than six piastres," replied Buttons. 

"Be reasonable, Signore. Be reasonable," 
said the landlord, with a conciliatory smile ; 
" and abore all, be calm — be calm. Let as 
have no contention. I feel that these honor- 
able American gentlemen have no wish but to 
act justly," and he looked benignantly at his 

" 1 wish I could feel the same about these 
Italians," said Buttons. 

" Yon nill soon feel Chat these Italians are 
determined to have their dae," said Dolores. 

"They shall have their due and no more." 

" Come, Buttons," said Dick, in Italian, " let 
ns leave this old rancal." 

"Old rascal?" biased Dolores, mshing up 
toward Dick as though she ivonid tear his eyes 
onr, and stamping her little foot. "Old ras- 
cal 1 Ah, piccolo Di-a-vO'lo 1 " 

"Come," said the landlord; "I have affec- 
tion for yon. I wish to satisfy you. I have 
always tried to satisfy and please you." 

" The nngraiefulones 1" said Dolores, "Have 
we not all been as friendly to them as we never 
were before ? And now they try like vipeia to 
sting us." 

"Peace, Dolores," said the landlord, majes- 
tically. "Let ns all be very friendly. Come, 
good American gentlemen, let us have peace. 
" What now aiU yon pay ?" 

" Stop r cried Dolores. " Bo yon bargain ? 
Why, they will try and make you take a half- 




carline for the whole three weeks. Z am 
ashamed of you. I will not consent." 

" How much will yon give ?" said the land- 
lord, once more, without heeding his daughter. 

" Six piastres," said Buttons. 

" Impossible \'i 

" When I came here I took good care to 
have it nndorstood. You distinctly said two 
piastres per week. You may find it very con- 
venient to forget. I find it squally convenient 
toTBmeroher." 

"Try— try hard, and perhaps yon will re. 
member that we oS^ered to take nothing. Oh 
yes, nothing — absoluleiy nothing. Coaldn't 
think of it," said Dolores, with a multitude of 
ridiculous but extremely pretty gestures, that 
made the little witch charming even in her ras- 
cality.— " Oh yes, nothing" — a shrug of the 
ahonlders — "we felt so honored" — spreading 
out her hands and bowing. — "A great Ameri- 
can 1 — a noble foreigner!" — folding her arms, 
and strutting np and down. — "Too much hap- 
piness 1" — here her voice assumed a lone of most 
absurd sareasm. — "We wanted to entertain 
them all the rest of our lives for nothing '' — a 
ridiculons grimace — "or perhaps your sweet 
conversation has been sufficient pay — ha?" and 
she pointed her little rosy taper finger at But. 
tons as though she would tranafijt him. 

Buttons sighed. " Dolores I" said he, "I 
always thought you were my Mend. I didn't 
think that you would turn ag^nst me." 

' ' Ah, infamoDs one 1 and foolish too t Did 
yon think that I conld ever help yon to cheat 
my poor parents ? Was this the reason why 
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yoD Eoaght me ? DisboneBt on« t I am only 
an innocent girl, but I can nnderetand jonr Til' 

"I think yon anderstand a great nianv 
things," said Buttons, moumfQllj. 

"And lo think that one would seek my 
friendship to savs his money 1" 

Buttons . turned away. " Snppose I stayed 
here three weeks longer, how macb would you 
charge?" he asked the landlord. 

That worthy opened bis eyes.' His face 
brightened. 

"Three weeks longer? Ah— I— Well- 
Perhaps— " 

"Stop!" cried Dolores, placing her hand 
over ber father's mouth — " not a word. Don't 
you understand? He don't want to stay throe 
minutes longer. He wants to get yon into a 
new bargain, and cheat you." ' 

"Ah I" said the landlord, with a knowing 
wink. "But, my child, you are really too 
harsh. Yon must not mind her, gentlemen. ; 
She's only a willful young girl — a, spoiled cbild 
— a spoiled child." 

"Her language is a little strong," said But- 
tons, " but'l don't mind what ake says." 

" You may deceiye my poor, kind, simple, 
honest, unsuspecting father," said she, "but 
yon can't deceive me. " 

"Probably not. " 

"Buttons, badn'twe better go ?" faidDict; 
" squabbling here won't benefit us.'' 

"Well," said Buttons, slowly, and with a 
lingering look at Dolores. 

But as Dolores saw them stoop to take their 
valises she sprang tjj the door-way. 

" They're going I They're going !" she cried. 
"And they will rob ns. St«p tbem." 

" Signore," said Bntlons, " here are six pi- 
astres. I leave them on the table. Yon will 
get no more. If yon give me any troublo I will 
summon you before the police for conspiracy 
against a traveller. Yon can't cheat me. Yon 
need not try." 

So saying, he quietly placed the six piastres 
on the Cable, and advanced toward the door. 

"Signore! Sigoore!" cried the landlord, and 
he put himself in his way. At a sign from 
Doloies the big dragoon came also, and put 
himself behind her. 

" Yon shall not go," she cried. " Yon sfasll 
never pass through this door till yon pay 

" Who is going to stop us ?'' said Buttons 

" My father, and this brave soldier who is 
armed," said Dolores, in a voice to which she 
tried to give a terrific emphasis. 

'■ Then I beg leave to say thU mnch sa d 
Buttons ; and he looked with blazing eyes full 
in the face of the " brave soldier." " I am not 
a 'brave soldier,' nod I am not armed bat my 
friend and I have paid our bills, and we are 
going through that door. If yon dare to lay 
so much ai the weight of your finger on me I II 
show yon how a man can nse his fists.' 

Now the Continentals have a great and a 
wholesome dread of the English fist, and con 



sider the American the same fiesh and blood. 
, They believe that " le bogues " is a necessary 
part of the education of the whole Anglo-Saxon 
race, careful parents among that people being 
intent upon three things for their children, to 

(1.) To eat iios6i/aad Biftek, bnt especially 
the former. 

(2.) To use certain profane expressions, 1^ 
which the Continental can always tell the An- 
glo-Saxon. 

' (3.) To STBIXB FROM IRE SHOULDEB ! ! I 

Consequently, when Battens, followed by 
Dick, advanced to the door, the landlord and 
the ' ' brave soldier " slipped aside, and actually 
allowed them to pass. 

Not so Dolores. 

She tried to honnd ber relatives on; she 
stormed ; she taunted them j she called them 
cowards; she even went so far as to run after 
Bnitons and seize his valise. Whereupon that 
young gemieman patiently waited without a 
word till she let go her hold. He then went 

Arriving at the foot of the stiurway he look- 
ed back. There was the slender form of the 
yoang girl quivering with rage. 

"Addio, Dolores!" in the most moumfnl of 

"Scelerato!" was the response, hissed out 
from the prettiest of lips. 

The next morning the Dodge Club left Na- 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

DICE RELATES A FAlflLT LEGEND. 

" Dick," said the Senator, as they rolled over 
the road, '* spin a yam to beguile the time." 

Dick looked modest. 

The rest added their entreaties. 

" Oh, well," said Dick, ** since you're so very 
urjifent it would be unbecoming to refuse. A 
story ? Well, what ? I will tell you about my 
maternal grandfather. 

**My maternal grandfather, then, was once 
out in Hong Kong, and had saved up a little 
money. As the climate did not agree with 
bim he thought he would come home ; and at 
length an American ship touched there, on board 
of which he went, and he saw a man in the 
galley; so my grandfather stepped up to him 
and asked him : 

" * Are you the mate ?' 

" 'No. I'm the man that boils the mcttej* 
said the other, who was also an Irishman. 

** So he had to go to the cabin, where he 
found the captain and mate writing out clear- 
ance papers for the custom-hou^e. 

*' * Say, captain, will you cross the sea to 
plow the raging main ?' asked my grandfather. 

** * Oh, the ship it is ready and the wind is 
fair to plow the raging main !' said the captain. 
Of course my grandfather at once paid his fare 
without asking credit, and the amount was three 
hundred and twenty-seven dollars thirty-nine 
cents. 

'* Well, they set sail, and after going ever 
so many thousand miles, or hundred — I forget 
which, but it don't matter — a great storm arose, 
a typhoon or simoon, perhaps both; and after 
slowly gathering up its energies for the space 
of twenty.nine days, seven hours, and twenty- 
three minutes, without counting the seconds, it 
burst upon them at exactly forty-two minutes 
past five, on the sixth day of the week. Need 
I say that day was Friday ? Now my grand- 
father saw all the time how it was going to end ; 
and while the rest were praving and shrieking 
he had cut the lashings of the ship's long-boat 
and stayed there all the time, having put on 
board the nautical instruments, two or three 
fish-hooks, a gross of lucifer matches, and a 
sauce-pan. At last the storm struck the ship, 
OS I have stated, and at the first crack away 
went the vessel to the bottom, leaving my grand- 
father floating alone on the surface of the 
ocean. 

**My grandfather navigated the long-boat 
fifty-two days, three boars, and twenty minutes 
by the ship's chronometer; caught plenty of 
fish with his fish-hooks ; boiled sea-water in his 
sauce-pan, and boiled all the salt away, making 
his fire in the bottom of the boat, which is a 
very good place, for the fire can't bum through 
without touching the water, which it can't bum ; 
and finding plenty of fuel in the boat, which he 
gradually dismantled, taking first the thole-pins, 
then the seats, then the tafirail, and so on. This 
sort of thing, though, could not last forever, and 



at last, just in the nick of time, he came across 
a dead whale. 

** It was floating bottom upward, covered 
with barnacles of very large size indeed ; and 
where his fins projected there were two little 
coves, one on each side. Into the one on the 
lee-side he ran his boat, of which there was 
nothing left but the stem and stem and two 
side planks. 

*'My grandfather looked upon the whale as 
an island. It was a very nice country to one 
who had been so long in a boat, though a little 
monotonous. The first thing that he did was 
to erect the banner of his country, of which he 
happened to have a copy on his pocket-hand- 
kerchief; which he did by putting it at the end 
of an oar and sticking it in the ground, or the 
fiesh, whichever you please to call it. He then 
took an observation, and proceeded to make 
himself a house, which he did by whittling up 
the remains of the long-boat, and had enough 
left to make a table, a chair, and a boot-jack. 
So here he stayed, quite comfortable, for fort}'- 
three days and a half, taking ohsen-ations all 
the time with great accuracy ; and at the end 
of that time all his house was gone, for he had 
to cut it up for fuel to cook his meals, and noth- 
ing was left but half of the boot-jack and the 
oar which served to uphold the banner of his 
country. At the end of this time a ship came 
up. 

*' The men of the ship did not know what on 
earth to make of this appearance on the water, 
where the American flag was flying. So they 
bore straight down toward it. 

<* * I se€ a sight across the sea, hi ho cheerly 
men !' remarked the captain to the mate, in a 
confidential manner. 

** *Methinkfl it is my own countrie, hi ho 
cheerly menl' rejoined the other, quietly. 

" * It rises grandly o'er the brine, hi ho cheer- 
ly men l' said the captain. 

** * And bears aloft our own ensign, hi ho 
cheerfy men !' said the mate. 

" As the ship came up my grandfather placed 
both hands to his mouth in the shape of a speak- 
ing-trumpet, and cried out : * Ship ahoy across 
the wave, with a way-ay-ay-ay-ay! Storm 
along!' 

** To which the captain of the ship respond- 
ed through his trumpet : ' Tis I, my messmate 
bold and brave, with a way-ay-ay-ay-ay ! Storm 
along." 

"At this my grandfather inquired: *What 
vessel are you gliding on? Pray tell to me its 
name.' 

** And the captain replied : * Our bark it is a 
whaler bold, and Jones the captain's name.' ' 

''^ Thereupon the captain came on board the 
whale, or on shore, whichever you like — ^I don't 
know which, nor does it matter — ^he came, at 
any rate. My grandfather shook hands with 
him and asked him to sit down. But the cap- 
tain declined, saying he preferred standing. 

" * Well,' said my grandfather, * I called on 
yon to see if yon would like to buy a whale,' 
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' Wb al, yea, I ilon 1 ii ind. 

"'Wliat'llyout!ivefor itf 
" ' What'U jou uke for it ?' 
" ' Whai'U yon give T 
" ' WhafU you take?' 
'"WhafU JOU give?' 
" ' What'll yon lake?' 
'Rive?' 



' Whal'll yon 



Tm In that line 



■e?' 



take ?' take ?' 
give?' k1«?' 
, lake ?' take ?' 

" Tiventy-five minutes were taken up i 
repetition of cbis question, for neither nished to 
commit himself. 

" ' Have you had any offers for it yet ?' asked 
C^tain Jones al last. 

" ' Wa'al, no ; can't say that I have.' 

" ' I'll give as much as any body.' 

■"How mucli?' 

'" What'U you take?' 

"'What'U yon give 7' 

"'What'U you take?' 

"'What'U yon give?' 

" ' Whatll yon take ?' 

'"What'U 



give?' 

take?' 
give?' 
lake?' 



^ 1 give?' 
(take?" 

" Then my grandfatheT, after a long deli 
eratioa, took Che captain by tlie arm and led 
him all around, showing him the country, as 
one may say, eolarging opou the line points, 
and doing as all good traders are bound to do 
when they find themselves face to face with a 



' 1 which the end was . 
" ' Wa'al, nbat'tl yon lake f 
"'What'U yon give?' 

igive?' give?' 
take?' take?' 
give? give?' 
take?' take?' 
'' 'Well,' said my grandfather, 'I don't know 
ae I care about trading after alt. J think I'll 
wait till the whaling Seet comes along. I've 
been wailing for them for some time, and they 
ODght to be here soon.' 

" 'You're not in the right track,' laid Cap- 

'" Yea, I am.' 

'"Excuse me.' 

"'Ex-cuse mt,' said my grandfather. 'I 
t[x>k an observation just before you came in 
sight, and I am in lal. i7° 22' 20", long. 150 
16' 66".' 

"Captain Jones's face foU, My grandfather 
poked him it) the ribs and smiled. 

'"I'U teli yon what I'll do, as I don't care, 
after all, about waiting here. It's a little damp, 
and Tra subject to rheumatics. I'U let yon have 
the whole thing if yon give me twenty-five per 
cent, of the oil after it's barreled, barrels and all.' 

' The captain thought for a moment. 

' 'You drive a close bargain.' 
'Ofconrae.' 

' Well, it'll save a voyage, and that's some- 
Something! Bless your heart 1 ain't that 
every thing?' 

" 'Well, I'll agree. Come on hoard, and 
well make out the papers.' 
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"So my gmo Jfuther wanton board, and they 
made oul the papers ; and the ship hauled op 
alungeide of the whale, and they went lo wo 
cutting, nnd slaghmg, and huiadng. and hiir 
ing, and boiling, and at last, after ever so Ion) 
time — I don't remember exactly how long 
the oil was all secared, and my grandfiither, 
a few months afterward, when he landed 
NanCueket and made inquiries, sold his share 
uf the oil for three thousand nino hundred and 
fifty-sis dollars fifty-six cenla, which he at 
invested in business in New Bedford, and ; 
ed off to PennsylTimia to visit hia mother. The 
old lady didn't know him at all, he was so 
chanf^d bj son, wind, storm, hardship, sickness, 
btigue, want, exposnra, and other things of 
that kind. She looked coldly on him. 

'"Whoareyoaf 

" ' Don't you know ?' 

"'No,' 

" ' Thinfe.' 

" ' Have yoa a alraiebeny on your arm T' 
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" And she caught him in her arms. 

" Here endelh the first part of my grandfa- 
ther's adventures, but he had many more, good 
nnd had ; fur he was a remarkable man, though 
I say it ! and if any of you ever want to hear 
more about him, which I doubt, all you've got 
to do is to say so. But perhaps it's just as well 
lo let the old gentleman drop, for hia advenu 
ures were rather strange; but the Dnrration 
of them is not very profitable, not that I go in 
for the utilitarian theory of conversation ; but I 
think, on the whole, that, in story- tell ing, fic- 
tion should be preferred to dull ^ta like these, 
and BO the next time I tell a story I will make 

The Club had listened to the atory with the 
gravity which should be manifested toward one 
who is relating family matters. At its close the 
Senutorprepared to speak. He cfeared his throat:. 
"Ahem I Gentlemen of the Club I our ad- 
ventures, thns far, have not been altogether 
contemptible. Wehaveal'reHident and a Sec- 
retary ; ought we not also to have a Recording 
Secretary — a Historian?" 

Ay " said alt, very earnestly. 
Who, then, shall it he?" 
All looked at Dick. 
I see there is but one feeling among us 
alt, said the Senator. " Tes, Richard, yoa 
are the man. Yom- gift of language, your fancy, 
your modesty, your fluency — But t spare yoa. 
From this time forth you know your duly." 

IB by this honor, Dick was compelled 
thanks in silence and hide his blush- 
ing face 

Andnow,"»aidMr. Figgi, eagerly, "Iwnnt 
hear the Higgins Story .'" 
The Doctor turned frightfully pale. Dick 
began to fill his pipe. 'The Senator looked 
, Tiestlv out of the window. Buttons looked 
the ceiling. 
What's the matter ?" said Mr, Rggs. 
What?" asked Buttons. 
The Higgins Story ?" 
The Doctor started to his feet. His excite- 
ent was wonderfni. He clenched his fist. 

ni qnit ! I'm going back. I'll join you 
Rome by another rente. I'll—" 
No you won't I" said Bnttons ; "for on a 
jonrt e( like this it would be absurd to begin 
the H ggins Story." 

Fooh '." said Dick, " it woald require nine- 
teen davs at least to get through the introducto- 
ry part 

When, then, can I hear it?" asked Mr. 
Figgs, in perplexi^. 
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to find a acrap of the last isaue of liis paper in 
1117 valiM. I recoltecied mj promise, and 1 
thongbt I niighc as well drop a line." 

" Bead what jon have written." 

Dick bluslied and hesitated. 

"Nonsense! Go abeiti),ni; boj!" said But- 

WhcjeDpan Dick cleared lus throat and be- 
gan; 

" Mr. EnrTOR,— Kama lg ■ en1|]Kt vhicli is neiUier ud- 
Inteiwilng nor illBn lo Hie prtacnl age." 

"Thai's a fact, or jou wouldn't be here writ- 
ing it," remarked BultonE. 

" In looking OTM the patl, onr Tiew li loo often bonn*- 
ea bj tlie HlSaie Agw. We oonalder that pertod lu Ihp 

^■rkne^B, unUl the Heforu ome am) uid, >Let there be 



' Hang it, Dick 
lome. Aiif lis la Dolblng 



original or be nothing." 
W began mny-heiB, ll wme 
o me. EgTpi ii but a ipee- 

igh fnnda to cany yon 



" If you only h 
there yon'd change your tt 

" Bnt Rome arliei Wfore me at the parent of the lilter 
time. Bi her the old tattlea bplween Freedom and Dea. 
poti^m vere fought long ago, anil tliT' foirae and piinclpteit 
of l^lbertj came forth, to paaa, amid many rLf^aaitnilea, 

" There! I'm coming to the point now !" 
"Abont time, I imagine. The editor will 
get into despair." 
" There it but one flldnii approach to Home. Br an; 
grandeur of the Medieval Uit j. Whocrer goe- then let 



"Jemsalem fiddlesticks! 
inch gate!" 

"There the Tory spirit of Antlinity 
welcome ibe traTeller, and all the 10'— 



Why, 1 



CHAPTKR XVm. 



mn Paat iheda her 

Excuse me 1 there is a Jerusalem Gate." 
Perhaps so — in Joppa." 

'here the Imperial City ties in tbe luldlmlty of ruin, 
the Ronu' of our dreams — tlie ghoat of a dead and 
d Lmphe hovering over llaown neglected gravel" 
Djck, it's not fair to work off an old college 



line, unlnhablbd, and Ibnakea of man a 



' i of Lofty aqne' 



The deeolablou that rd^ni Id 

The palace of tbe nohlr, ¥uii nauubF 
ti of the mDllitnde, the gairlaon of t 
ibled to duat, and mingled together 



ultenandio teU 
tJt no ^ly bejoni 



Titer took lodgings near the Fiazxa di Spa;;- 
na. This is the best part of Rome to live in, 
which every trarelier will acknowledge. Among 

other adrantages, it is perhaps the only clean e»say as European correspondence, 
spot in the Capital of Christendom. "Notliingmaybe swobutdeaolatlon. ■ 

Their lodgings were pecaiiar. Description is 
qnite annecessaiy. They were not discovered 
without toil, and not secured without warfare. 
Once in possession they had no lenson to com- 
plain. Tme, the conveniences of civiliied life 
do not exist there — hut who dreams of conven- 
ience in Rome ? 

On the evening of their arrival they were sit- 
ting in tbe Senator's room, which was nsed as 
the general rendezvous. Dick was diligently 
writing. 

"Dick," sud the Senator, "what are you 
ahont?" t™'Pi*-" 

" Well," said Dick, " the fact is, I just hap- " Dick, I advise you K 
pened to remember that when I left home the before you see the places you speak of. Yoq'vo 
editor of the vilUge paper wished me to write no idea how eloquent you can be I" 
occasionally. I promised, and he at once pub- "Uoulf wepaMonlaihladlrectl™, weeooncometo a 
Itehed tbe feci in enormona capitals. I never rit!?iS^'im«.'1»rw°!ie?-e''™V^iSe'.^T^™ 
thought of it till this evening, when I happened mncb that l> valuable In oar age. 
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*^« It is a rade and a neglected spot. At one end rises a ' 
rock crowned with houses ; on one side are a few mean edi- I 
flcea, mingled with masses of tottering ruins ; on the other 
a hill formed altogether of crumbled atoms of bricks, mor- 
tar, and precions marbles. In the midst are a few rough 
columns blackened bj time and exposure. The soil is 
deep, and in places there are pits where excavations have 
been made. Rubbish lies around : bits of straw, and grass, 
and haj, and decayed leather, and broken bottles, and old 
bones. A few dirty shepherds pass along, driving lean and 
miserable sheep. Further up is a cluster of wine-carts, 
with still more curious horses and drivers. 

^*What is this place? — what those ruins, these fallen 
monuments, these hoary arches, these ivy-covered walls ? 
What? Thisi 



** * The fleM of fk«edom, faction, fame, and blood ; 
Here a prond people's passions were exhaled. 
From the first hour of Empire in the bad 

To that when ftirther worlds to conquer failed ; 
TIm Fonun where the immortal accents g\ow. 
And still the eloquent air breathes, boms with Cicero !' 

"Yet if you go up to one of those people and ask this 
question, he will answer you and tell you the only name 
he knows—* The Cow Market P " 

'* Is that all ?" inquired Buttons, as Dick laid 
down his paper. 

** That's all IVe written as yet." 

Whereupon Buttons clapped his hands to ex- 
press applause, and all the others laughingly fol- 
lowed his example. 

''Dick/* said the Senfitor, after a pause, 
** what yon have written sounds pretty. But 
look at the facts. Here you are writing a de- 
scription of Rome before yon Ve seen any thing 
of the place at all. All that you have put in 
that letter is what you have read in books of 
travel. I mention this not from blame, but 
merely to show what a wrong principle travellers 
po on. They don't notice real live facts. Now 
IVe promised the editor of our paper a letter. 
As soon as I write it I'll read it for you. The 
style won't be equal to yours. But, if I write, 
I'll be bound to tell something new. Senti- 
ment," pursued the Senator, thoughtfully, *^is 
playing the dickens with the present age. What 
we ought to look at is not old ruins or pictures, 
but men — men — live men. I'd rather visit the 
cottage of an Italian peasant than any church in 
the country. I'd rather see the working of the 
political constitution of this 'ere benighted land 
than any painting you can show. Horse-shoes 
before ancient stones, and macaroni before stat- 
ues, say I ! For these little things show me all 
the life of the people. If I only understood their 
cursed lingo," said the Senator, with a tinge of 
regret, ''I'd rather stand and hear them talk by 
the hour, particularly the women, than listen to 
the pootiest music they can scare up !" 

" I tried that game," said Mr. Figgs, rueful- 
ly, " in Naples. I went into a broker's shop to 
change a Napoleon. I thought I'd like to see 
their financial system. I saw enough of it ; for 
the scoundrel gave me a lot of little bits of coin 
that only passed for a few cents apiece in Naples, 
with difficulty at that, and won't pass here at 
all I" 

The Senator laughed. " Well, you shouldn't 
complain. You lost your Napoleon, but gained 
experience. You have a new wrinkle. I gained 
a new wrinkle too when I gave a half-Napoleon, 
by mistake, to a wretched looking beggar, blind 
of one eye. I intended to give him a centime." 

"Your principle," said Buttons, "does well 



enough for you as a traveller. But you don't 
look at all the points of the subject. The point 
is to write a letter for a newspaper. Now what 
is the most successful kind of letter ? The read- 
ers of a family paper are notoriously women and 
young men, or lads. Older men only look at 
the advertisements or the news. What do 
women aiid lads care for horse-shoes and maca- 
roni ? Of course, if one were to write about 
these things in a humorous style they would 
take ; but, as a general thing, they prefer to read 
about old ruins, and statues, and cities, and pro- 
cessions. But the best kind of a correspondence 
is that which deals altogether in adventures. 
That's what takes the mind ! Incidents of trav- 
el, fights with rufiians, quarrels with landlords, 
shipwrecks, robbery, odd scrapes, laughable 
scenes; and Dick, my boy! when you write 
again be sure to fill your letter with events of 
this sort." 

"But suppose," suggested Dick, meekly, 
" that we meet with no ruffians, and there are no 
adventures to relate ?" 

" Then use a traveller's privilege and invent 
them. What was imagination given for if not 
to use ?'* 

" It will not do— it will not do, " said the Sen- 
ator, decidedly. " You must hold on to facts. 
Information, not amusement, should be your 



aim. 



» 



"But information is dull by itself. Amuse- 
ment perhaps is useless. Now how much bet- 
ter to combine the utility of solid information 
with the lighter graces of amusement, fun, and 
fancy. Your pill, Doctor, is hard to take, 
though its effects are good. Coat it with sugar 
and it's easy." 

"What!" exclaimed the Doctor, suddenly 
starting up. ' ' I'm not asleep ! Did you speak 
tome?" 

The Doctor blinked and rubbed his eyes, and 
wondered what the company were laughing at. 
In a few minutes, however, he concluded to re- 
sume his broken slumber in his bed. He accord- 
ingly retired ; and the company followed his ex- 
ample. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

ST. FETBR^Sl — THE TRAGIC STOBT OF THE FAT 
MAN IN THE BALL. — HOW ANOTHBB TBAGEDT 
NEABLT HAPPENED. — THE WOES OF MEINHBBB 
BCHATT. 

Two stately fountains, a colonnade which in 
spite of faults possesses unequalled majesty, a 
vast piazza, enclosing many acres, in whose im- 
mense area puny man dwindles to a dwarf, and 
in the distance the unapproachable glories of 
the greatest of earthly temples — such is the first 
view of St. Peter's. 

Our party of friends entered the lordly vesti- 
bule, and lifting the heavy mat that hung over 
the door-way they passed through. There came 
a soft air laden with the odor of incense ; and 
strains of music from one of the side chapels 
came echoing dreamily down one of the side 
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aisles. A glare of sunlight flashed in on pol- 
ished marbles of a thousand colors that covered 
pillars, walls, and' pavement. The vaulted ceil- 
ing blazed with gold. People strolled to and 
fro without any apparent object. They seemed 
to be promenading. In different places some 
peasant women were kneeling. 

They walked up the nave. The size of the 
immense edifice increased with every step. 
Arriving under the dome they stood looking up 
with boundless astonishment. 

They walked round and round. They saw 
statues which were masterpieces of genius; 
sculptures that glowed with immortal beauty ; 
pictures which had consumed a life-time as they 
grew up beneath the patient toil of the mosaic 
worker. There were altars containing gems 
equal to a king's ransom ; curious pillars that 
came down from immemorial ages ; lamps that 
burn forever. 

"This," said the Senator, "is about the first 
place that has really come up to my idee of for- 
eign parts. In fact it goes clean beyond it. I 
acknowledge its superiority to any thing that 
America can produce. But what's the good of 
it all? If this Government really cared for the 
good of the people it would sell out the hull 
concern, and devote the proceeds to railways 
and factories. Then Italy would go ahead as 
Providence intended.'* 

" My dear Sir, the people of this country 
would rise and annihilate any GovQnrment that 
dared to touch it." 

" Shows how debased they have grown. 
There's no utility in all this. There couldn't 
be any really good Gospel preaching here. 

" Different people require diflferent modes of 
worship," said Buttons, sententiously. 

" But it's immense," said the Senator, as they 
stood at the furthest end and looked toward the 
entrance. " I've been calc'latin' that you could 
range along this middle aisle about eighteen 
good-sized Protestant churches, and eighteen 
more along the side aisles. Yon could pile 
them up three tiera hjgh. You could stow away 
twenty-four more in the cross aisle. After that 
you could pile up twenty more in the dome. 
That would make room hero for one hundred 
and fifty-two good-sized Protestant churches, 
and room enough would be left to stow away all 
their spires." 

And to show the truth of his calculation he 
exhibited a piece of paper on which he^ had pen- 
cilled it all. 

If the interior is imposing the ascent to the 
roof is equally so. There is a winding path so 
arranged that mules can go np carrying loads. 
Up this they went and reached the roof. Six 
or seven acres of territory snatched from the 
air spread around ; statues rose from the edge ; 
all around cupolas and pillars arose. In the 
centre the huge dome itself towered on high. 
There was a long low building filled with peo- 
ple who lived up here. They were workmen 
whose duty it was to attend to the repairs of 
the vast structure. Two fountains poured forth 



a never-ceasing supply of water. It was diffi- 
cult to conceive that this was the roof of a build- 
ing. 

Entering the base of the central cupola a 
stairway leads up. There is a door which leads 
to the inteilor, where one can walk around a 
gallery on the inside of the dome and look down. 
Further up where the arch springs there is an- 
other. Finally, at the apex of the dome there 
is a third opening. Looking down through this 
the sensation is terrific. 

Upon the summit of the va^t dome stands an 
edifice of large size, which is called the lantern, 
and appears insignificant in comparison with 
the mighty structure beneath. Up this the 
stairway goes until at length the opening into 
the ball is reached. 

The whole five climbed np into the ball. 
They found to their surprise that it would hold 
twice as many more. The Senator reached up 
his hand. He could not touch the top. They 
looked through the slits in the side.. The view 
was boundless; the wide Campagna, the pur- 
ple Apennines, the blue Mediterranean, appear- 
ed from different sides. 

" I feel," said the Senator, "that the conceit 
is taken out of me. What is Boston State 
House to this ; or Bunker Hill monument I I 
used to see pictures of this place in Woodbridge's 
Geography ; but I never had a realizing sense 
of architecture until now." 

"This ball," said Buttons, "has its history, 
its associations. It has been the scene of suf- 
fering. Once a stoutish man came up here. 
The guides warned him, but to no purpose. He 
was a willful Englishman. You may see, gen- 
tlemen, that the opening is narrow. How the 
Englishman managed to get up does not appear; 
but it is certain that when he tried to get down 
he found it impossible. He tried for hours to 
squeeze through. No use. Hundreds of peo- 
ple came up to help him. They couldn't. The 
whole city got into a state of wild excitement. 
Some of the churches had prayers offered uj) 
for him though he was a heretic. At the end 
of three days he tried again. Fasting and 
anxiety had come to his relief, and he slipped 
through without difficulty." 

"He must have been a London swell," said 
Dick. 

**I don't believe a word of it," said Mr. 
Figgs, looking with an expression of horror, 
first at the opening and then at his own rotund- 
ity. Then springing forward he hurriedly be- 
gan to descend. 

Happy Mr. Figgs ! There was no danger 
for him. But in his eagerness to get down he 
did not think of looking below to see if the way 
was clear. And so it happened, that as he de- 
scended quickly and with excited haste, he 
stepped with all his weight upon the hand of a 
man who was coming up. The stranger shouted. 
Mr. Figgs jumped. His foot slipped. His 
hand loosened, and down he fell plump to the 
bottom. Had he fallen on the floor there is no 
doubt that he would have sustained severe in- 
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jury. Fortunstely for himself he fell upon the 
almnger and nearly crushed his life out. 

The stranger writhed and rolled till he had 
;!0t rid of his heavy burden. The two men 
simulutneonaly started to tlieir feet. The stran- 
^r WHS a short scont man with an unmistaka- 
blo.Gennan face. He had bright bine eyes, red 
hair, and a forked 'red tieard. He stared with 
all his might, stroked his forked red tieard pite- 
onsly, and Chen ejaculated most gutturally, in 
tones that seemed to come from his boots — 

Mr. riggB overwhelmed him with apologies, 
assured him that it was quile nnintentional, 
hoped ibat he wasn't hurt, begged his pardon ; 
but die stranger only panted, and still he stroked 
his forked red beard, and still ejaculated — 

"Gh-h-h-r-T-r-r-r^ions mel" 

Four heads peered throDgh the opening 
aboTe ; but seeing no accident their owners, one 
bjonc, descended, and all with much sympathy 
asked the jtranger if ha was much hurt. But 
the stranger, who seemed qaite bewildered, siill 
panted and stroked his beard, and ejaculated — 

" Gh-h-b-r-r-r-r-r-acioQS me !" 

At length he seemed to recover his faculties, 
and discovered that ho was not hurt. Upon 
this he assured Mr. Figgs, in heavy guttural 
English, that it was nothing. Ha had often 
been knocked down befiirt. If Mi*. Figgs were 
a Frenchman, he would feel nngry. But as be 
Mas an American he was proud to make his 
ncqnaintance. He himself had once lived in 
America, in Cincinnati, where he had edited 
A German paper. His name was Meinherr 
Schatt. 

Heinherr Schatt showed no further disposi- 
tioit to go up ; but descended with the others 
down as far as the roof, when they went to Che 
front and stdod looking down on the piazza. 
In the course of conversation M^nherr Schatt 
informed Ihem that he belonged tu the Dnchy 
of Saxe Meiningen, that he had been living in 
Rome about two years and liked it about as 
well as any place that he had seen He went 



every autumn to Paris to speculalo on ihe 
Bourse, and generally made enough to keeji 
him for a year. He was acquainted with all 
the artists in Rope. Would diey like to be in- 
troduced to some of them ? 

Buttons would be most charmed. He would 
rather become acquainted with artists than with 
any class of people. 

Meinherr Sehacc lamented deeply the present 
stale of things arising from the war in Lom- 
bardy. A peaceful German traveller was scarce- 
ly safe now. Little boys made faces at him in 
the street, and shouted after him, "Maledetto 
Tedescho 1 " 

Just at this moment the eye of Buttons was 
attracted by a carriage that rolled away from 
under the front of the cachedral down the piaz- 
za. In it were two ladies and a gentleman. 
Bultons stared eagerly for a few momenta, and 
ihe'n gave a jump. 

"Whafsthe matter?" cried Dick, 

'■It is! BV Java! It isl" 

"What? Who?" 

" I see her face ! I'm off!" 

"Confbnnd iC! Whose face ?" 

But Buttons gave no answer. He was off 
like Che wind, and before the others could re- 
cover from their surprise had vanished down 
the descent. 

"What upon airth has possessed Bultons 
now ?" asked the Senator. 

" It must be the Spanish girl." said Dick. 

" Again ? Hasn't his mad chase at sea given 
him a lesson? Spanish girl I What is he after? 
If he wants a girl, why can't he wait and pick 
out a regular tboiougb-bred out and outer of 
Yankee stock? These Spaniards are not the 
right sort." 

In an incredible short space of time the figure 
of Buttons was seen dashing down (he piazza, 
in the direction which the carriage bad taken. 
But the carriage was far ahead, and even as he 
left the church it had already crossed the Ponle 
di S Angelo The others then descended. 
Buttons was not seen ttll the end of the day. 
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He then made his appearance with a dejected 
air. 

*' What lack ?*' asked Dick, as he came in. 

'* None at all/* said Button|, gloomily. 

" Wrong ones again ?'* 

*' No, indeed. Tm not mistaken this time. 
Bat I couldn't catch them. They got oat of 
sight, and kept out too. I've been to every 
hotel in the place, but couldn't find them. It's 
too bad." 

** Buttons," said the Senator, gravely, ** I'm 
sorry to see a young man like you so infatuated. 
Beware — Buttonfrr-beware of wimmin I Take 
the advice of an older and more experienced 
man. Beware of wimmin. Whenever you see 
one coming — dodge ! It's your only hope. If 
it hadn't been for wimmin" — and the Senator 
seemed to speak half to himself, while his face 
assumed a pensive air^'^if it hadn't been for 
wimmin, I'd been haranguing the Legislatoor 
now, instead of wearying my bones in this be- 
nighted and enslaved country.'' 



CHAPTER XX. 

THE QLORT, ORANDEUB, BEAUTY, AND INFINITE 
VARIETY OP THE PINCIAN HILL; NARRATED 
AND DETAILED NOT COLUMNARILY BUT EX- 
HAUSTIVELY, AND AFTER THE MANNER OF RA- 
BELAIS. 

Oh, the Pinclan Hill!— Does the memory of 
that place affect all alike? Whether it does 
or not matters little to the chronicler of this 
veracious history. To him it is the crown and 
glory of modem Rome ; the centre around which 
all Rome clusters. Delightful walks ! Views 
without a parallel ! Place on earth to which 
no place else can hold a candle ! 

Pooh — what's the use of talking ? Contem- 
plate, O Reader, from the Pincian Hill the fol- 
lowing : 

The Tiber, The Campagna, The Aqnednct?, Trajan*B 
Cblamn, Antonine's Pillar, The Piuzza del Popolo. The 
Torre del Capitoglio, The Hoar Capitoline, The Palatine, 
The Quirinal, The Viminal, The Esqniline, The Cselian, 
The Aventine, The Vatican, The Janiculum, St. Peter's, 
The I^teran, The Stands for Roast Chestnats, The New 
York TimeM^ the llurdy-gurdya. The London Times., The 
Raree-shows, The Obelisk of Mosaic Pharaoli, The Wine- 
carts, Harper* » Weekly^ Roman Sugars, Cardinals, Monks, 
Artists, Nuns, The New York Tribune^ French soldiers, 
Swiss Guards, Dutchmen, Mosaic-workers, Plane-trees, 
Cypress-trees, Iriithmea, Propaganda Students, Goats, 
Fleas, Men from Bof>ting, Patent Medicines, Swells, Lager, 
Meerschaum-pipes, The New York Herald, CrossfS, Rustic 
Seats, Dark-eyed Maids, Babel, Terrapinp, Marble Pave- 
ments, Spiders, Dreamy Haze, Jewp, Co!>8ack8, Hens, All 
the I'ast, I{agi>, Tlie original Barrel-organ; The original 
Organ-grinder, Bourbon Whisky, Civita Vecchla Olives, 
Hadrian's Mausoleum, Harp'r^s Magazine, Ttie Lnurel 
Shade, Murray's Hand-book, Ciceronea, Engliphmen, Dog- 
carts Youth, Hope, Beauty, Conversation Kenge, Blue- 
bottle Fliev, Gnats, Galf<rnaw\ Stntnei*, PcHsants, Cock- 
neys, Gas-lamps, Dundreary, Michigander(>, Paper-collars, 
Pavilions, Mosaic Brooches, Little Dogs, Small Boys, liz- 
ards. Snakes, Golden Sunsets, Turks, Purple Hills, Pla- 
cards, Bhin-plasters, Monkeys, Old Boots, Coffee-roasters, 
Pale Ale, The Dust of Ages, The Ghost of Rome, Ice 
Cream, Memories, Soda- Water, Harper's Ouide-Book. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

HARMONY ON THE PINCIAN HILL. — BfUSIC HATH 
CHARMS. — AMERICAN MELODIES. — THE OLORT, 
THE POWER, AND THE BEAUTY OF YANKEE DOO- 
DLE, AND THE MERCENARY BOITL OF AN ITAL- 
IAN ORGAN-GRINDER. 

The Senator loved the Pincian Hill, for there 
he saw what he loved beslf; more than ruins, 
more than churches, more than pictures and 
statues, more than music. He saw man and 
human nature. 

He had a smile for all ; of superiority for the 
bloated aristocrat ; of frienaliness for the hum- 
ble, yet perchance worthy mendicant. He 
longed every day more and more to be able to 
talk the language of the people. 

On one occasion the Club was walking on the 
Pincian Hill, when suddenly they were arrested 
by familiar sounds which came from some place 
not very far away. It was a barrel-organ ; a 
soft and musical organ; but it was playing 
" Sweet Home." 

'* A Yankee tune," said the Senator. ''Let 
us go and patronize domestic manufacture. 
That is my idee of political economy.'* 

Reaching the spot they saw a pale, intellect- 
ual-looking Italian working away at his^instru* 
ment. * 

'' It*s not bad, though that there may not be 
the highest kind of musical instrument." 

"No," said Buttons; *'but I wonder that 
you, an elder of a church, can stand here and 
listen to it." 

<* Why, what has the church to do with a 
barrel-organ ?" 

"Don't you believe the Bible?" 

''Of course," said the Senator, looking mys- 
tified. 

" Don't yon know what it says on the sub- 
ject?" 

" What the Bible says ? Why no, of course 
not. It says nothing." 

' ' I beg your pardon. It says, ' The sound of 
the grinding is low.' See Ecclesiastes, twClftli, 
fourth." 

The Senator looked mystified, but said noth- 
ing. But suddenly the organ-grinder struck 
up another tune. 

" Well, I do declare," cried the Senator, de- 
; lighted, " if it isn't another domestic melody !" 

It was " Independence Day." 

" Why, it warms my heart," he said, as a 
flush spread over his fine countenance. 
' The organ-grinder received any quantity of 
baioccki, which so encouraged him that he tried 
another — "Old Virginny." 

* ' That's better y et, " said the Senator. " But 
how on airth did this man manage to get hold 
of these tunes ?" 

I Then came others. They were all Ameri- 
can: "Old Folks at Home," "Nelly Bly," 
"Suwannee Ribber," "Jordan," "Dan Tuck- 
er," "Jim Crow." 

The Senator was certainly most demonstra- 
tive, but all the others were equally affected. 

Those native airs ; the dashing, the reckless, 
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theroaringlj hamorous the 
obstreperously iqUj — thej 
show one part of the maov 
uided Amencan character 

Not jot haa justice been 
done to the nigger long It 
19 not a nigger eong It 
is an Amencan nelodj 
Leaving oat those which 
hare been stolen from Itat 
ian Operas how many there 
are which are truly Amerl 
con in tbeir extravagance 
tbeir broad humor their 
glorious and uproanouB jol- 
lity ! Tbe vrords are trash 
The melodies are erery 
thing. 

These melodies touched 
the hearts of the I tteners 
American bfS rose before 
them as IheT listened — 
American life — free 1 ound 
less, exuberant broadh-de 
veleping, self asserting 
gaining lis cbaracteristiaB 
from the boundless extent 
of its home — a continental 
life of limitless variety As 
monmfal ss the Scotch as 
reckless as the Insh as 
solemnly patriotic as the Enjillsh. 

"Listen I" cried the Senator, in wild excite- 

It was "Sail Coltimhia." 

■■The Pincian Hill," said the Senator, with 
deep solemnity, " is glorified from this time 
forth and for evermore. It has gained a new 
charm. The Voice of Freedom hath made it- 
self heard!" 

The others, though less demonstrative, were 
no leas delighted. Then came another, better 
yet. "The Star-Spangled Banner." 

"There!" cried the Senator, "is onr true 
national anthem — the commemoration of nation- 
al triumph ; the grand npsoaring of the victori- 
ous American Eagle ns it wings its everlasting 
flight through the blue empyrean away up to 
the eternal stars!" 

He bivst into tears ; the otheis respected bis 




:o suppose that tears are unmanly. Unmanly I 
The manliest of men may sometimes shed (ears 
oat of his very manhood. 

At last there arose a magic str^n that pro- 
duced an efiect to whiuh the former was noth- 
ing. It was "Yankee Doodle!" 

The Senator did not speak. He could not 
find words. He turned his eyes first upon one, 
and then another of his companions ; eyes team- 
ing with joy and trinmph — ayes that showed 
emotion arising straight from a patriot's heart 
— eyes which seemed to say ! Is there any sonnd 
on earth or above the earth that can equal this ? 



I Yankee Doodle has never received jnBtico. 
It is a tune without words. What are the rec- 
ognized words ? Nonsense unuttenible — the 
sneer of a British officer. But the tune I— ah, 
Ihnt is qnite another thing] 

The tone was from the very first taken to the 
national heart, and has never ceased to he cher- 
ished there. Tlie Kepnhlic has grown to be a 
very difierent thing from that weak beginninfi:, 
but its national air is as popular as ever. The 
people do not merelylove.it. They glory in it. 
And yet apologies are sometimes made for it. 
By whom? By the soulless dileltantc. The 
people know holler : — the farmers, the mechan- 
ics, the fishermen, the dry-goods clerks, the 
newsboys, the railway stokers, the butchers, 
the bakers, the candlestick -makers, the tinkers, 
the tailors, the soldiers, the sailors. Why? 
Becansc this music has a voice of its own, more 
expressive than words ; the language of the 
soul, which speaks forth in certain melodies 
which form an utterance of nnotlerable passion. 

The name was perhaps Riven in ridicule. It 
was accepted with pride. The air is rash, reck- 
less, gay, triumphant, noisy, boisterous, care- 
less, heedless, rampant, raging, roaring, rattle 
brainish, devil -may- care- ish, plague -take- ihe- 
bindmost-ish i but! solemn, stern, hopeful, res- 
olute, fierce, menacing, strong, cantankerous 
(oantankerons is entirely an American idea), 
bold, daring — 

Words fail. 

Yankee Doodle has not yet received its Doo! 

The Senator had smiled, laughed, siphed, 
wept, gone throngh many variations of feeling 
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He had thrown baiocchi till his pockets were ex- 
hausted, and then handed forth silver. He had 
shaken hands with all his com]>anions ten times 
over. Thej themselves went not quite as far 
in feeling as he, bat yet to a certain extent they 
went in. 

And yet Americans are thought to be practi- 
cal, and not ideal. Yet here was a true Amer- 
ican who was intoxicated — drunk! By what? 
Bj sound, notes, harmony. By music I 

*' Buttons/' said he, as the music ceased and 
the Italian prepared to make his bow and quit 
the scene, '< I must make that gentleman's ac- 
quaintance." 

Buttons walked np to the organ-grinder. 

" Be my interpreter, " said the Senator. * * In- 
troduce me." 

"What's your name?" asked Buttons. 

"Maffeo Cloto." 

** From where?" 

"Urbino." 

" Were you ever in America ?" 

"No, Signore." 

" What does he say ?" asked the Senator, im- 
patiently. 

" He says his name is Mr. Cloto, and he was 
never in America." 

" How did you get these tunes?" 

"Out of my organ," said the Italian, grin- 
ning. 

" Of course ; but how did you happen to get 
an organ with such tunes ?" 

" I bought it." 

"Oh yes; but how did you happen to buy 
one with these tunes ?" 

* * For you illustrious American Signore. You 
all like to hear them." 

"Do you know any thing about the tunes?" 
. •* Signore?" 

" Do you know what the words are ?*' 

" Oh no. I am an Italian." 

" I suppose you make money out of them." 

" I make more in a day with these than I 
could in a week with other tunes." 

" You lay up money, I suppose." 

" Oh yes. In two years I will retire and let 
my younger brother play here." 

"These tunes?" 

" Yes, Signore." 

"To Americans?" 

"Yes, Signore." 

" What is it all?" asked the Senator. 

" He says that he finds he makes money by 
playing American tunes to Americans." 

" Hm," said the Senator, with some displeas- 
ure ; "and he has no soul then to see the — the 
beauty, the sentiment, the grandeur of his vo- 
cation!" 

"Not a bit — he only goes in for money." 

The Senator turned away in disgust. " Yan- 
kee Doodle," he murmured, " ought of itself to 
have a refining and converting influence on the 
European mind ; but it is too debased — yes — 
yes — too debased." 



CHAPTER XXII. 

HOW Jl BABOAIN 18 MADE. — THE WILES OF THE 
ITALIAN TRADESMAN. — THE NAKED SULKT 
BEGGAR, AND THE JOVIAL WELL-CLAD BEG- 
GAR. — WHO IS THE KING OF BEGGARS ? 

" What are you thinking about. Buttons?" 

"Well, Dick, to tell the truth, I have been 
thinking that if I do find the Spaniards they 
won't have reason to be particularly proud of 
me as a companion. Look at me.'* 

" I look, and to be frank, my dear boy, I 
must say that yon look pore shabby-genteel 
than othei-wise." 

"That's the result of travelling on one suit 
of clothes — without considering fighting. I 
give up my theory." 

" Give it up, then, and come out as a butter- 
fly." 

"Friend of my soul, the die is cast. Come 
forth with me and seek a clothing-store." 

It was not difficult to find one. They en- 
tered the first one that they saw. The polite 
Roman overwhelmed them with attention. 

" Show me a coat, Signore." 

Signore sprang nimbly at the shelves «nd 
brought down every coat in his store. Buttons 
picked out one that suited his fancy, and tried 
it on. 

"What is the price?" 

With a profusion of explanation and descrip- 
tion the Roman informed him: "Forty pias- 
tres." 

" I'll give you twelve," said Buttons, quietly. 

The Italian smiled, put his head on one side, 
drew down the corners of his mouth, and threw 
np his shoulders. This is the shrup. The 
shrug requires special attention. The shrug is 
a gesture used by the Latin race for expressing 
a multitude of things, both objectively and sub- 
jectively. It is a language of itself. It is, as 
circumstances require, a noun, adverb, pronoun, 
verb, adjective, preposition, interjection, con- 
junction. . Yet it does not supersede the spoken 
language. It comes in rather when spoken 
words are useless, to convey intensity of mean- 
ing or delicacy. It is not taught, but it is 
learned. 

The coarser, or at least blunter, Teutonic 
race have not cordially adopted this mode of 
human intercommunication. The advantage 
of the shrug is that in one slight gesture it con- 
tains an amount of meaning which otherwise 
would require many words. A good shrugger 
in Italy is admired, just as a good conversation, 
ist is in £ngland,.or a good stump orator in 
America. When the merchant shrugged. But- 
tons understood him and said : 

" You refuse ? Then I go. Behold me !" 

" Ah, Signore, how cun you thus endeavor to 
take advantage of the necessities of the poor ?" 

" Signore, I must buy according to my abil- 
ity." 

The Italian laughed long and quietly. The 
idea of an Englishman or American not having 
much money was an exquisite piece of humor. 

" Go not, Signore. Wait a little. Let me 
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nnfbld more garments. Behold this, tind this. 
Yoa shall bare many of my goods for tvelve 
piastres. " 

"No, Signore; I mnst bave this, or I vill 

I "Yon'arevery hard, Sigoore. Thinkof my 
necessities. Think of tbe pressure of this pres- 
ent war, which ne poor miserable tradesmen 
feel most of all." 

"Then addio, Signore; I mast depart." 
Thev went oat and walked siic paces. 
"P-s-g-B-B-s-s-s-s-s-tl" (Another little idea 
of tbe Latin race. It is a much more penettat- 
ing soand than a load Hallo t Ladies can use 
it. Children too. This would be worth im- 
porting to America.) 

Bnttons and Dick turned. The Italian »taod 
smiling and bowing and tieckoaing. 

"Take it for twenty-fonr piastres." 

" No, Signore ; I can only pay twelve." 

With a gesture of mffled dignity the shop- 
keeper ifithdrew. Again they taraed an 
They had scarcely gone ten paces before 
shop-keeper was after them : 

' > A thoasand pardons. Bat I hare coocloded 
to take twenty. " 

"Ho; twelve, and no more." 

" Bnt tbink, Signore ; only think." 

" I do think, my friend ; I do think." 

" Say eighteen." 

"No, Signore." 

" Seventeen." 

"Twelve." 

<* Hei«. Come back nilh me." 



They obeyed. The Italian folded the coal 
neatly, lied it carefully, stroked the parcel ten- 
derly, and with a meek yet sad smile handed it 
to Buttons. 

" There — only sixteen piastres." 

Buttons had taken oat his purse. At this he 
hurriedly replaced it, with na air of vexation. 
' I can only give twelve." 

' Oh Signore, be generous. Think of my 
struggles, my expeascs, my family. You will ^ 
not force me to lose." 

' I would scorn to force yon to any thing, 
and therefore I will depart." 

" Stop, Signore," cried the Italian, detaining 
them at die door. "Iconsent. Yoamaytake 
It for fourteen." 

"For Heaven's sake. Buttons, take it," said 
Dick, whose patience was now completely ex- 
hausted "Take it" 

" Twelve," said Buttons. 

"Let me pay the extra two dollars, for my 
own peace of mind," said Dick. 

"Nonsense, Dick. It's the principle of the 
thing As a member of the Dodge Club, too, 
I could not give moro." 

"Thirteea, good Signore mine," sud the 
Italian piteously, 

"My friend, I have given my word that I 
would pay only twelve." 

"Your word? Your pardon, but to whom?" 

"Oh, then, how gladly I release you from 
your word 1" 

" Twelve, Signore, or I go." 

" I can not." 

Buttons turned away. They walked along 
tbe street, and at length arrived at another 
clothier's. Just as they stepped in a baud was 
laid on Buttons's shoulder, and a voice cried 

"Take it 1 Take it,Signorel" 

"Ahl I thought so! Twelve?" 

" Twelve." 

Buttons paid the money and directed where 
it should be sent. He found out aftenvard that 
the price which an Italian gentleman would 
pay was about ten piastres. 

There is no greater wonder than tbe patient 
waiting of an Italian tradesman in parsnit of a 
bargain. The flexibility of tlie Italian con- 
science and imagination under soch circum- 
stances is tmly astonishing. 

Dress makes a diffarcnee. The very expres- 
sion of the face changes when oue has passed 
from shabbiness into elegance. After Buttons 



had dressed himself ii 



s gay a 



thought was what to do with his old clothes. 

"Come and let us dispose of them." 

"Dispose of tjiem 1" 

" Oh, I mean get rid of them. I saw a man 
crouching in a corner nearly naked as I came 
up. Let OS go and see if we can End bim. Td 
like to try the effect." 

They went to the place where the man bad 
been seen. He was there still. A young man, 
in excellent health, brown, muscuUr, lithe. He 
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had an old coverlet around his loins — that was 
all. He looked up sulkily. 

" Are vou not cold ?'* 

"No," he blurted out, and turned away. 

"A boor," said Dick. "Don't throw away 
your charity on him.'* 

"Look here." 

The man looked up lazily. 

" Do you want some clothes ?" 

No reply. 

"I've got some here, and perhaps will give 
them to you.** 

The man scrambled to his feet. 

" Confound the fellow !'* said Dick. " If he 
don't want them let's find some one who does." 

" Look here," said Buttons. 

He unfolded his parcel. The fellow looked 
indifferently at the things. 

" Here, take this," and he offered the panta- 
loons. 

The Italian took them and slowly put them 
on. This done, he stretched himself and yawned. 

"Take this." 

It was his vest. 

The man took the vest and put it on with 
equal sang froid. Again he yawned and 
stretched himself. 

"Here's a coat." 

Buttons held it out to the Italian. The fel- 
low took it, surveyed it closely, felt in the pock- 
ets, and examined very critically the stiffening 
of the collar. Finally he put it on. He but- 
toned it closely .ground him, and passed his fin- 
gers through his matted hair. Then he felt the 
pockets once more. After which he yawned 
long and solemnly. This done, he looked ear- 
nestly at Buttons and Dick. He saw that they 
had nothing more. Upon which he turned on 
his heel, and without saying a word, good or 
bad, walked off with immense strides, turned a 
comer, and was out of sight. The two philan- 
thropists were left staring at one another. At 
last they laughed. 

"That man is an original," said Dick. 

"Yes, and there is another," said Buttons. 

As he spoke he pointed to the flight of stone 
steps that goes up from the Piazza di Spagna. 
Dick looked up. There sat The Beggar ! 

AltTONIoI 

Legless, hatless, but not by any means penni- 
less, king of Roman beggars, with a European 
reputation, unequalled in his own profession — 
there sat the most scientific beggar that the 
world has ever seen. 

He had watched the recent proceedings, and 
caught the glance of the young men. 

As they looked up his voice came clear and 
sonorous through the air : 

" O most generous — O most noble — O most 
illustrious youths — ^Draw near — Look in pity 
upon the abject — Behold legless, armless, help- 
less, the beggar Antonio forsaken of Heaven — 
For the love of the Virgin — ^For the sake of the 
saints — In the name of humanity — Date me 
uno mezzo baioccho — Sono poooooooooovero — 
Miseraaaaaaaaaabile— De^perrrraaaaaaaado !" 



. CHAPTER XXIIL 

THE MANIFOLD LIFE OF THE CAFE NUOYO, AlO) 
HOW THET BECErVED THE NEWS ABOUT MAGEN- 
TA. — EXCITEMENT. — ENTHUSIASM. — TEAB8. — 
EMBBACE8. ^ 

All modem Rome lives in the Cafi^ Nuovo. 
It was once a palace. Lofty ceilings, glitter- 
ing walls, marble pavements, countless tables, 
luxurious couches, immense mirrors, all dazzle 
the eye. The hubbub is immense, the confu- 
sion overpowering. 

The European mode of life is not bad. Lodg- 
ings in roomy apartments, where one sleeps and 
attends to one's private affairs ; meals altogeth- 
er at the caf<^. There one invites one's friends. 
No delay with dinner ; no badly-cooked dishes ; 
no stale or sour bread; no timid, overworn 
wife trembling for the result of new experiments 
in housekeeping. On the contrary, one has: 
prompt meals ; exquisite food ; delicious bread ; 
polite waiters ; and happy wife, with plenty of 
leisure at home to improve mind and adorn 
body. 

The first visit which the Club paid to the 
Cafe Nuovo was an eventful one. News had 
just been received of the great strife at Magenta. 
Every one was wild. The two GalignanVs had 
been appropriated by two Italians, who were 
surrounded by forty-seven frenzied Englishmen, 
all eager to get hold of the papers. The Ital- 
ians obligingly tried to read the news. The 
wretched mangle which they made of the lan- 
guage, the impatience, the excitement, and the 
perplexity of the audience, combined with the 
splendid self-complacency of the readers, formed 
a striking scene. 

The Italians gathered in a vast crowd in on^ 
of the billiard-rooms, where one of their num- 
ber, mounted on a table, was reading with ter- 
rific volubility, and still more terrific gesticula- 
tions, a private letter from a friend at Milan. 

" Bravo I" cried all present. 

In pronouncing which word the Italians rolled 
the "r" so tumultuously that the only audible 
sound was — 

B-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-r-ah ! 
Like the letter B in a railway train. 

The best of all was to see the French. They 
were packed in a dense mass at the furthest ex- 
tremity of the Grand Saloon. Every one was 
talking. Every one was describing to his 
neighbor the minute particulars of the tremen- 
dous contest. Old soldiers, hoarse with ex- 
citement, emulated the volubility of younger 
ones. A thousand arms waved energetically in 
the air. Every one was too much interested in 
his own description to heed his neighbor. They 
were all talkers, no listeners. 

A few Germans were there, but they sat for- 
saken and neglected. Even the waiters for- 
sook them. So they smoked the cigars of sweet 
and bitter fancy, occasionally conversing in thick 
gutturals. It was evident that they considered 
the present occasion as a combined crow of the 
whole Latin race over the Grerman. So they 
looked on with impassive faces. 
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Perhaps tlie moat etolid of all vma Msinheer 
Scluitt, who smoked and sipped coffee alternate- 
ly, stopping aRer each sip to look around irith 
mild surpri«e, to stroke his fbrked beard, and 
to qaculate — 

TTiin the Senator saw and accosted, who, 
making room for the Senator, conrersed with 
much animatioii. After a time the others took 
saata near Ibem, and formed a Qeutial partj. 
At this moment a small-sized gentleman with 
black twinkling eyes came mshing past, and 
burst into the thick of the crowd of lYenchmen. 
At the sight of him Buttons leaped np, and 

"There's Francial I'll oaich him now!" 

Francia shouted a few words which set the 
Frenchmen wild. 

" The Allies have entered Milan I A dis- 
patch has just arrived I" 

There burst a shrilt yell of triumph from the 
insane Frenchmen. There was a wild rushing 
to and fro, and the crowd swayed backward and 
forward. The Italians cams pouring in from 
the other room. One word was sufficient to 



tell them all. It was a great «ght to see. On 
each indiridnal the news produced a difi^rent 
effect. Some stood still as though petriGed ; 
others flnng ap their arms and jelled ; others 
cheered ; others upset tables, not knowing what 
they were doing ; others threw themselres into 
one another's anns^yand embraced and kissed ; 
others wept for joy : — these last were Milanese- 
Buttons was trying to find Francia. The 
rash of the excited crowd bore him away, and 
his efforts were fruitless. In fact, when he ar- 
rived at the place where that gentleman had 
been, hq was gone. The Germans began to 
loob more uncomfortable than ever. At length 
Meinheer Schatt proposed that they should all 
go in a bod; to the Caf^ Scacchi. So they all 
left. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



The cm Scacchi, as its name implies, is de- 
voted to cheaa. Germans patronize it to a great 
extent. Politics do not enter into the precincts 
sacred to Caissa. 
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Afur the? bad been seated about an hour 
Butlons entered. He had not been able tofind 
Francia. To divert hia melancholy he proposed 
that Meinheer Schatt Bhould play a game of 
cheM with the Senator. Now, chess was the 
Senator** hobby. He claimed to be the best 
player in bts State. With a patronizing smile 
he consented to play with a tyro tike Meinheer 
Schatt, At the end of one game Meinheer 
Schatl strolled his beard and meekly said — 

" Gr-r-r.acions me!" 

The Senator ^MTTned and bit bis lips. Ho 
was checkmated. 

Another game. Meinheer Schatt played in 
a calm, and some "light say a stupid, manner. 

"Gr-r-r-acionamo!" 

It was a drawn game. 

Another: this was a very long game. The 
Senator played laborioaBlj. It was no use. 
Slowly and steadily Meinheer Schatt won the 
game. 

When he uttered his usual exclamation the 
Senator felt strongly inclined to throw the board 
at his head. EowcTer, he restrained himself 
and they commenced another game. Much to 
his delight the Senator beat. He now began 
to explain lo Buttons exactly why it was that 
he had not beaten before. 

Another game followed. The Senator lost 
woefully. His defeat was in fact disgraceful. 
When Meinheer Schatt said the ominous word 
the Senator rose, and was so overcome with vex- 
ation that he had not the courtesy to say-— Good- 

As they passed out Meinheer Schatt was seen 
storing after them with his large bine eyes, 
stroking hia beard, and whispering to himself— 

" Gr-r-r-aoious ma I" 



CHAPTER XXV. 



Too much blame can not be given to Buttons 
for his behavior at this period. He acted at 
though the whole motive of his existence was 
to find the Francias. To this he devoted his 
days, aod of this he dreamed at night. He de- 
serted his friends. Left to themselves, without 
his moral influence to keep them together and 
give aim to their efforts, each one followed his 
own inclination. 

Mr. Eiggs spent the whole of his time in the 
Cafe Nuovo. drawing oat plans of dinners for 
each anccessive day. The Doctor, after sleep- 
ing till noon, lounged on the Fincian Hill lill 
evening, when he joined Mr. flggs at dinner. 
The Senator explored every nook and comer of 
Rome. At first Dick accompanied him, but 
gradually they diverged from one another in 
different paths. The Senator visited every 
place in the city, peered into dirty houses, exam- 
ined pavements, investigated fountains, Blared 
hard at the beggars, and looked cnrioasly at 
the Swiss Gnard in the Pope'a Palace. He 
soon became known to the lower classes, who 
recogniied with a grin the tall foreigner that 
shouted queer foreign words and made funny 
gestures. 

Dick lived among churches, palaces, and ru- 
ins. Tired at length of wandering, he attached 
himself to some artists, in whose studios he 
passed the greater part of his afternoons. He 
became personally acquainted with nearly everj 
member of the fraternity, to whom he endeared 
himself by the excellence of his t«bacco, and 
hia great capacity for listening. Your talkative 
people bore artists more than any others. 

"What a lovely girl! What a look she 
gave !" 
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tliat goes bj the name of Saint Somebody ai 
(juattri fontani. He had visited it simply be- 
cause he had heard that its dimensions exactly 
correspond with those of each of the chief piers 
that support the dome of Saint Peter's. As he 
wished to be accurate, he had taken a tape-line, 
and began stretching it from the altar to the 
door. The astonished priests at first stood par- 
alyzed by his sacrilegious impudence, but final- 
ly, after a consultation, they came to him and 
ordered him to be gone. Dick looked up with 
mild wonder. They indignantly repeated the 
order. 

Dick was extremely sorry that he had given 
offense. Wouldn't diey overlook it ? He was 
a stranger, and did not know that they would 
be unwilling. However, since he had begun, 
he supposed they would kindly permit him to 
finish. 

— **They would kindly do no such thing," 
remarked one of the priests, brusquely. " Was 
their church a common stable. or a wine-shop 
that he should presume to molest them at their 
services ? If he had no religion, could he not 
have courtesy ; or, if he had no faith himself, 
could he not respect the faith of others ?" 

Dick felt abashed. The eyes of all the wor- 
shipers were on him, and it was while rolling 
up his tape that his eyes met the glance of a 
beautifal Italian girl, who was kneeling oppo- 
site. The noise had disturbed her devotions, 
and she had turned to see what it was. It was 
a thrilling glance from deep black lustrous orbs, 
in which there was a soft and melting languor 
which he could not resist. He went out daz- 
zled,, and so completely bewildered that he did 
not think of waiting. After he had gone a few 
blocks he hurried back. She had gone. How- 
ever, the impression of her face remained. 

He went so often to the little church that the 
priests noticed him ; but finding that he was 
quiet and orderly they were not offended. One 
of them seemed to think that his rebuke had 
awakened the young foreigner to a sense of 
higher things ; so hie one day accosted him with 
much politeness. The priest delicately brought 
forward the claims of religion. Dick listened 
meekly. At length he asked the priest if he 
recollected a certain young girl with beautifal 
face, wonderful eyes, and marvellous appearance 
that was worshiping there on the day that he 
came to measure the church. 

** Yes," said the priest, coldly. 

Could he tell her name and where she lived ? 

*' Sir,'* said the priest, **I had hoped that 
you came here from a higher motive. It will 
do you no good to know, and I therefore decline 
telling you," 

Dick begged most humbly, but the priest was 
inexorable. At last Dick remembered having 
heard that an Italian was constitutionally un- 
able to resist a bribe. He thought he might 
try. True, the priest was a gentleman; but 
perhaps an Italian gentleman was different from 
an English or American; so he put his hand 
in his pocket, and blushing violently, brought 



forth a gold piece of about twenty dollars value. 
He held it out. The priest stared at him with 
a look that was appalling. 

** If you know — " faltered Dick—** any one — 
of course I don't mean yourself — far from it — 
but— that is—" 

** Sir," cried the priest, ** who are you? Are 
there no bounds to your impudence? Have 
you come to insult me because I am a priest, 
and therefore can not revenge myself ? Away ! " 

The priest choked with rage. Dick walked 
out. Bitterly he cursed his wretched stupidity 
that had led him to this. His very ears tingled 
with shame as he saw.the full extent of the in- 
sult that he had offered to a priest and a gen- 
tleman. He concluded to leave Home at once. 

But at the very moment when he had made 
this desperate resolve he saw some one coming. 
A sharp thrill went through his heart. 

It was She ! She looked at him and glanced 
modestly away. Dick at once walked up to 
her. 

**Signorina," said he, not thinking what a 
serious thing it was to address an Italian maiden 
in the streets. But this one did not resent it. 
She looked up and smiled. ** What a smile !" 
thought Dick. 

** Signorina,"he said again, and then stopped, 
not knowing what to say. His voice was very 
tremulous, and the expression of his face ten- 
der and beseeching. His eyes told all. 

** Signore," said the girl, with a sweet smile. 
The smile encouraged Dick. 

**Ehem — I have lost my way. I — I — could 
you tell me how I could get to the Piazza del 
Fopolo? I think I might find my way home 
from there." 

The girl's eyes beamed with a mischievous 
light. 

** Oh yes, most easily. You go down tliat 
street ; when you pass four side-streets you turn 
to the left — the left — remember, and then you 
keep on till you come to a large church with a 
fountain before it, then you turn round that, and 
you see the obelisk of the Piazza del Popolo." 

Her voice was the sweetest that Dick had 
ever heard. He listened as he would listen to 
music, and did not hear a single word that he 
comprehended. 

* * Pardon me, " said he, * * but would you please 
to tell me again. I can not remember all. 
Three streets?" 

The girl laughed and repeated it 

Dick sighed. 

**I'm a stranger here, and am afraid that I 
can not find my way. I left my map at home. 
If I could find some one who would go with roe 
and show me." 

He looked earnestly at her, bat she modestly 
made a movement to go. 

** Are you in a great hurry?" said he. 

**No, Signore," replied the girl, softly. 

** Could you — a — a — would you be willing — 
to — to — walk a little part of the way with me, 
and — show me a very little part of the way — 
only a very little?" 
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"Anj w«j," thought Dick, "she ought to 
nndentand." 

"And did jon see me when I wu in that 
little church with h meaBuring line J" 
- I The joang girl looked ap at him, her Urge 
I eje* reading his vary aonl. 
I "Did I look at yon? Why, I waa prsjiug." 
I Yoa looked at me, and 1 have never for- 

Another glance as tboogb to as«DTe herseir 
of Dick'a meaning. The next moment her 
ejes sank and her foce Sashed crimson. IHck's 
heart beat bo fast that he could not speak for 

Signote," wud tlieyonnggirlatlast, "when 
yon tarn that comer you will see the Piazza del 
Popolo " 

Will yon not walk Mflaaa that comer T" 
said Dick. 

Ah Signore, I am afrud I will not have 

Will I never see yon again?" asked he, 
monmfally. 

I do not know, Signore. You ought to 

A pause. Both had stopped, and Dick was 
look ug eameetly at her, but she was looking at 
Ibe ground. 

Ho» can I know when I do not know even 
your name 7 Let me know that, bo that I may 
think about it." 

Ah how yoD try to flatter ! My name is 
Fepita Gianti." 

And do yoD lire far from here ?'' 

Yes I live cIOBe by the Basilica di San 
Paolo faori le nnre." 

A long distance. I was ont there once." 



"Ah dot" said Dick. He 

" It's my only chance," tlioaght he. 

The girl softly assented and walked 



Isi 



'you. 



1 with 



"I am very much obliged to yon for yonr 
kindness," s^d Dick. "It's veiy hard for a 
stranger to find his way in Some." 

"But, Signore, by this time yoD onght to 
know the whole of our city. " j 

"What? How?" 

"Why, yon have been here three weeks at ! 
least." 

" How do yon know ?'' and the yonng man 
blushed to his eyes. He had been telling lies, ! 
and she knew it all the time. I 

" Oh, I saw yon once in the charch, and I 
have seen yoa with that tall man. Is he yonr 
father F" j 

" No, only a friend." ( 

"Isaw yoa,"And she shook her little head 
triumphantly, and her eyes beamed with fun 
and laughter. 



Dick exulted. 

"How many times have you seen me? I 
have only seen yoa once before." 

" Oh, seven or eight times." 

" And will this be the last?" said Dick, be- 
seechingly. 

" Signore, if I wait any longer the gates wiU 
be shut." 

" Oh, then, before you go, tell me where I 
can find yon to-morrow. If I walk out on that 
road will I see you ? Will yon come in to-moi^ 
row? or vrill yon stay out there and shall I go 
there ? Whii± of the houses do yon live in ? or 
where can I find yoa J If yoa lived over on the 
AlbanHills'I would walk everyday to find yon." 

Dick spoke with ardor and impetuosity. The 
deep feeling which be showed, and the mingled 
eagerness and delicacy which he exhibited, 
seemed not olTensive to his companion. She 
looked up Cimidiy. 

" When to-morrow comes you will bo think- 
ing of something else— or perhaps away on those 
Alban mountains. Yon will for^l all about 
me. What is the use of telling yon? I ought 



"I'll I 



verforget !" bunt forth Dick. "Nev- 
Believe me. On my soul ; and oh, 
it is not much to ask!" 
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Bis «rdor carried him aw&j. In the broad 
street he actosll; made a gesture as thongfa he 
woald take her band. The young girl drew 
back blushing deeplj. Sbe looked at bim with 
a leproachful glance. 

" Ton forget — " 

Whereapon Dick lutermpted ber nitii iono- 
inerable apologies. 

" Yon do not deserre forgiveneis. Batlirill 
forgive jou if joa leave me noiv. Did I not 
tell jDU that I wu in a hnny t" 

" Will yon not tell me where I can see yon 

"I anppose I will be walking out abont this 



"Confound itl" 

Bniions hurriedly left, and ran all the way hi 
he comer, roond nbich he passed. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

CON8BQCXMCBB OF BE 



S3, Fi.THBBS, COt»tNa, i 



I COHBBCTIONS, 111. 



" Oh, Signorina 1 and I will be at tho gate." 

"If yoQ don't forget." 

"Would yon be angry if yon aaw me at the 
gate this evening?" 

"Yea; for friends are going out with me. 
Addio, Signore." 

The young girl departed, leaving Dick rooted 
to the spot. After a while he went on to the 
Piaiza del Fopolo. A thonaand feelioga agi- 
tated him. Joy, triumph, perfect bliss, were 
mingled with countless tender recollections of 
the glance, the smile, the tone, and the bloshes 
of Pepita. He walked on with new life. So 
shstracted was his mind in all kinds of delicious 
anticipations that he ran full against a man who 
was harrying at fnll speed and in eqnal abalrac- 
lion in the opposite direction. There was a le- 
coil. Both fell. Both began to make apolo- 
gies. But suddenly : 

"Why, Buttons!" 

"Why, Dick r 

" Where in the world did yon eome fh)m ?" 

" Where in the world did yon come from?" 

" What are yon after. Buttons ?" 

" Did you see a carriage passing beyond that 
corner?" 

"No, none.; 

" You must have seen it." 

"Well, Ididn'L" 

" Why, it most have just pasiod yon." 



After his meeting with Pepita, Dick found 
it extremely difficult to restrain bis impatience 
#Dtil the following evening. He was at the 
gate long before the time, waiting with trem- 
bling eagerness. 

It was nearly sandown before she came ; hnt 
sbe did come at last Dick watched her with 
strange emotions, murmuring to himself all 
those peculiar epithets which are commonly 
used by people in his situation. The yoong 
girl was nnmistakably lovely, and her grace and 
beauty might have affected a sterner heart than 
Dick's. 

" Now I wonder if sbe knows how perfectly 
and radiantly lovely she is," thought he, as she 
looked at him and smiled. 

He joined her a little way from the gate. 

" So yoo do not forget." 

"/fbrgetl Before I spoke to yon I thought 
of yon without ceasing, and now I can never 
forget yon." 

"Do yoar fiiends know where yon are?" she 
asked, timidly. 

"DoyOB think I would tell thom?" 

"Are you going to stay long injtome?" 

"I will not go away for a long time." 

" Yon Bt« an American." 

"Yes." 

"America is very fer away." 

"Bnt it is easy to get thCTe." 

" How long will you be in Borne ?" 

" I don't know. A veiy long time." 

" Not in the summer?" 

" Yes, in the summer." 

"Bnt the malaria. Are yon not titaii of 
that? Will yonr friends stay ?" 

"I do not care whether my fiiendi do or 

" But you will be left alone." 

" I suppose so." 

' ' Bnt what will you do for company ? It will 
be very lonely." 

" I will tbink of yon all day, and at evening 
come to the gate." 

" Oh, Signore '. Ton jest now '" 

"How can I jest with von?'' 

"YoQ don't mean what you lay." 

Pepita blushed and looked embarrassed. 
Kck hod called her by ber Christian name ; 
but she did not appear to resent it. 

" You don't know who I am," she said at 
last. " Why do you pretend to be so friendly ?" 

" I know that yon are Pepita, and I don't 
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want to know any thing more, except one thing, 
which I am afraid to. ask." 

Pepita quickened her pace. 

"Do not walk so fast, Pepita," said Dick, 
beseechingly. ^'Let the walk be as long as 
you can." 

" But if I walked so slowly you would never 
let me get home." 

*^ I wish I could make the walk so slow that 
we could spend a life-time on t|ie road." 

Pepita laughed. '*That would be a long 
time.*' 

It was getting late. The sun was half-way 
below the horizon. The sky was flaming with 
golden light, which glanced dreamily throu^gh 
the hazy atmosphere. Every thing was toned 
down to soft beauty. Of course it was the sea- 
son for lovers and lovers' vows. Pepita wfilked 
a little more slowly to oblige Dick, She uttered 
an occasional murmur at their slow progress, 
but still did not seem eager to quicken her pace. 
Every step was taken unwillingly by Dick, who 
wanted to prolong the happy time. 

Pepita's voice was the sweetest in the world, 
and her soft Italian sounded more musically 
than that language had ever sounded before. 
She seemed happy, and by many little signs 
showed that her companion was not indifferent 
to her. At length Dick ventured to offer his 
arm. She rested her hand on it very gently, 
and Dick tremulously took it in his. The little 
hand fluttered for a few minutes, and then sank 
t'O rest. 

The sun had now set. Evening in Italy is 
far diflerent from what it is in northern lati- 
tudes. There it comes on gently and slowly, 
sometimes prolonging its presence for hours, 
and the light will be visible until very late. In 
Italy, however, it is short and abrupt. Almost 
as soon as the sun disappears the thick. shad- 
ows come swiftly on and cover every thing. It 
was so at this time. It seemed but a moment 
after sunset, and yet every thing was growing 
indistinct. The clumps of trees grew black ; 
the houses and walls of the city behind all faded 
into a mass of gloom. The stars shone faintly. 
There was no moon. 

** I will -be very late to-night,'* said Pepita, 
timidly. 

"But are yon much later than usual ?'* 

** Oh, very much !" . 

" There is no danger, is there ? But if there 
is you are safe. I can protect you. Can you 
trust me ?" 

"Yes," said Pepita, in a low voice. 

It was too dark to see the swiftly-changing 
color of Pepita's face as Dick murmured some 
words in her ear. But her hand trembled vio- 
lently as Dick held it. She did not say a word 
in response. Dick stood still for a moment and 
begged her to answer him. She made an effort 
and whispered some indistinct syllables. Where- 
upon Dick called her by every endearing name 
that he could think of, and Hasty foot- 
steps I Exclamatipns ! Shouts! They were 
surrounded I Twelve men or more — stout, strong 



fellows, magnified by the gloom. Pepita shriek- 
ed. 

"Who are you?" cried Dick. "Away, or 
111 shoot vou all. I'm armed." 

" Boh ! " said one of the men, contemptuously. 

" Off!" cried Dick, as the fellow drew near. 

He put himself before Pepita to protect her, 
and thrust his right hand in the breast-pocket 
of his coat. 

"Who is that with you?" said a voice. 

At the sound of the voice Pepita uttered a 
cry. Darting from behind Dick she rushed u]) 
to him. 

"It is Pepita, Luigi!" 

"Pepita! Sister! What do you mean by 
this?" said the man hoarsely. " Why are you 
so late ? Who is this man ?" 

"An American gentleman who walked out 
as far as this to protect me," said Pepita, burst- 
ing into tears. 

" An American gentleman !" said Luigi, with 
a bitter sneer. " He came to protect you, did 
he ? Well ; we will show him in a few min- 
utes how grateful we are." 

Dick stood with folded arms awaiting the re- 
sult of all this. 

"Luigi! dearest brother!" cried Pepita, with 
a shudder, " on my soul — in the name of the 
Holy Mother — he is an honorable American 
gentleman, and he came to protect me." 

" Oh ! we know, and we will reward him." 

"Luigi! Luigi!" moaned Pepita, " if you 
hurt him I will die !" 

"Ah! Has it come to that?" said Luigi, 
bitterly. " A half-hour 'e acquaintance, and you 
talk of dying. Here, Pepita; go home with 
Ricardo." 

" I will not. I will not go a step unless you 
let him go." 

"Oh, we will let him go!" 

"Promise me you will not hurt him." 

"Pepita, go home!" cried her brother, 
sternly. 

" I will not unless you promise." 

"Foolish girl! Do you suppose we are go- 
ing to break the laws and get into trouble? 
No, no. Come, go home with Bicardo. Pm go- 
ing to the city." 

Bicardo came forward, and Pepita allowed 
herself to be led away. 

When she was out of sight and hearing Lui- 
gi approached Dick. Amid the gloom Dick did 
not see the wrath and hate that might have been 
on his face, but the tone of his voice was pas- 
sionate and menacing. He prepared for the 
worst. 

"That is my sister. — Wretch! what did you 
mean ?" 

" I swear — " 

" Peace ! We will give you cause to remem- 
ber her." 

Dick saw that words and excuses were useless. 
He thought his hour had come. * He resolved to 
die game. He hadn't a pistol. His manoeuvre 
of putting his hand in his jiocket was merely in- 
tended to deceive. The Italians thought that 
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if he had one be would hsve 
done more than mention it. 
He would at least have ahown 
iL He bad stationed him- 
self ander a tree. The men 
were befbra him. Loigirosb- 
ed at him like a wild beast. 
Dick gave him a tremendona 
blow between his ejes that 
knocked him headlong. 

"Yoo can kiU me," he 
shoDted, "bat jon'll find it 
liard work!" 

Up Jamped Luigi, full of 
far?; half a dozen others 
radied sitniUtniieoaalr at 
Dick. He Blmck ont two 
vigoTOQB blows, which crash- 
ed against the faces of two of 
them. The next moment he 
was on the gronnd. On the 
gronnd, bat striking well- 
aimed blows and kicking vig' 
oroQsly. He kicked one fel- 
low completelj over. The 
bmlal Italians strock and 
kicked him in retam. At 
last a tremendone blow de- 
scended on his he«d. He 
sank senseless. 

When he rcTived it was 
intensely dark. He was 
covered with painful braises. 
His head ached violently. 
He could see nothing. He 
arose and tried to walk, but 
soon fell exhansted. So he 
crawled closer to the Irnnk 
of the tree, and groaned there 
in his pain. At last he felt 
into a light sleep, that was 
much inieirapted by bis snlTering. 

Ho awoke at early twilight. He wassriffand 
soie, but very moch refreshed. His head did 
not pain so excessively. He beard the trickling 
of water near, and saw a brook. There he went 
and washed himself. Tbe water revived him 
greatly. Fortunately his clothes were only 
slightly torn. After washing the blood trotn 
bis face, and buttoning his coat over his blood- 
stained sbirt, and brushing; the dirt from his 
clothes, bo ventured U> retnm to the city. 

He crawled rather than walked, often stop- 
ping to rest, and once almost fainting from ut- 
ter weakness. But at last he reached the city, 
and managed Co find a nine-cart, the only vehi- 
cle that he could see, which took him to his 
lodgings. He reached bis room beforo any of 
the others were up, and went to bed. 




CHAPTER XXVII. 

Gbbat was the surprise of all on the follow- 
ing morning at finding that Dick was conflneil 
to his bed. All were Tery anxions, and even 
Buttons showed considerable feeling. For as 
much as a quarter of an honr he ceased thinking; 
about the Spaniards. Poor Dick I What on 
earth was tbe matter? Had he fever? Ho. 
Perhaps it was tbe damp night-air. He should 
not have been ont so late. Where was he ? A 
confounded pity! The Doctor f^lt his pulse. 
There was no fever. The patient was very 
pale, and evidently in great pain. His com- 
ploint was a mysteiy-. ■ However, the Doctor 
recommended perfect quiet, and hoped that a 
fbw days would restore him. Dick said not a 
word abont the events of the evening. He 
thought it would do no ^od to tell them. He 
was in great paitf. His body was black with 
frigbtfol bruises, and the depression of his mind 
was as deep as tbe pain of his body. 

The others went out at their usual honr 
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The kind-hearted Senator renimnBd 

da;, and sat b)r Dick's bedside, 

ing, sometimes reading. Dick begged him not 

to pot himself to so moch inconvenience on his 

account ; bnt snch language was distastefnl to 

the Senator. 

"My boy,"he said, "I know that you would 
do as much for me. Besides, it is a far greater 
pleasnre to do anj thiog for joa than to walk 
about merely to gratify myself. Don't apolo- 
gise, or tell me that I am Iroabling myaelf. 
Leave me to do as 1 please." 

Dick's grateful look expressed more than 

In a few days his pain had diminished, aod 
it was evident that he would be out in a fort- 
night or so. The kind attentions of his friends 
afiected him greatly. They all spent more time 
than ever in his room, and never came there 
without bringing him some little trifle, each as 
grapes, oranges, or other fruit. The Senator 
hunted all over Kome for a book, and found 
Victor Hugo's worka, which he bought on a vent- 
ure, and hod the gratification of seeing that it 
was acceptable. 

All suspected something. The Doctor had 
concluded from the first that Dick had met 
with an accident, Thay had tuo much delicacy 
to question him, hut made many conjectures 
among themselves. The Doctor thought that 
he had been among some ruins, and met with a 
fall. Mr. FiggE suggested that he might have 
been ran over. The Senator thought it was 
some Italian epidemic. Buttons was incapable 
oT thinking rationally about any thing just then. 
He was the victim of a moDomania : the Spau- 

Abont a week after Dick's adventure But- 
tons was strolling abont on his nsnal qaest^ 
when he was attracted by a large crowd aronnd 
the Chiesa di Gesu. The splendid equipages 
of the cardinals were crowded about the princi- 
pal entrance, and from the interior sonnds of 
music come floating magnificently down. But- 
tons went in to iee what was going on. A vast 



crowd filled the chureh. Frieats in gorgeoDS 
vestments ofGciatod at the high altar, which 
was all ablaze with the light of enormous wax- 
candles. The gloom of the interior was height- 
ened by the clouds of incense that rolled on 
high far within the vaulted ceiling. 

The Pope was there. In one of the adjoin- 
ing chambers he was pertbrmii^ a ceremony 
which sometimes takes place in this church. 
Guided by instinct. Buttons pressed his way 
into the chamber. A number of people filled 
it. Suddenly he nttered an exclamation. 

Just as His Holiness was rising to leave, Buk 
tons saw the group that had filled his thoughts 
for weeks. 

The Spaniards I No mistake this time. And 
he had been right all along. All hie eSbrts 
hod, after oil, been based on something tao^- 
ble. Not in vain had he had so many walb, 
runnings, chasings, searchings, strolls, so many 
hopes, fears, desires, discouragements. He was 
right 1 Joy, raptnre, bliss, ecstasy, delight I 
There they were : lAe Ultle Dan — tbb Dotm — 
IDA! 

Buttons, lost for a while in the crowd, and 
pressed away, never lost sight of the Spaniards. 
They did not see him, however, until, as they 
slowly moved ont, they were stopped and greet- 
ed with agtouishing ei^emess. 'The Don shook 
hands cordially. The Donna — that is, the eld- 
er sister — smiled sweetly. Ida blnshed and 
cast down her eyes. 

Nothing conid he more gratifying than this 
reception. Where had he been ? How long 
in Bome ? Why hod they not met before ? 
Strange that they had not seen him about the 
city. And had he really been here three weeks ? 
Buttons informed them that be bad seen them 
several times, but at a distance. He had been 
at all the hotels, but had not seen their names. 

Hotels J Oh, they lived in lodgings ia the 
Palazzo Concini, not far from the Piazza del 
Fopolo. And bow much longer did he intend 
to stay ? — Oh, no particular time. His friends 
enjoyed themselves here veiy much. He did 
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not know exactly when they would leave. How 
long would they remain ? — ^They intended to 
leave for Florence on the following week. — Ah ! 
He was thinking of leaving for the same place 
at about the same time. . Whereupon the Don 
expressed a polite hope that they might see one 
another on the journey. 

By this time the crowd had diminished. 
They looked on while the Pope entered his 
state-coach, and with strains of music, and 
prancing of horses, and array of dragoons, 
drove magnificently away. 

The Don turned to Buttons : Would he not 
accompany them to their lodgings ? They were 
just about returning to dinner. If he were dis- 
engaged they should be most happy to have the 
honor of his company. 

Buttons tried very hard to look as though 
he were not mad with eagerness to accept the 
invitation, but not very successfully. The car- 
riage drove off rapidly. The Don and Buttons 
on one seat, the ladies on the other. 

Then the face of Ida as she sat opposite ! 
Such a face ! Such a smile ! Such witchery 
in her expression ! Such music in her laugh I 

At any rate so it seemed to Buttons, and that 
is all that is needed. 

On through the streets of Rome; past the 
post-office, round the column of Antoninus, up 
the Corso, until at last they stopped in front of 
an immense edifice which had once been a pal- 
ace. The descendants of the family lived in a 
remote comer, and their poverty compelled them 
to let out all the remainder as lodgings. This 
is no uncommon thing in Italy. Indeed, there 
are so many ruined nobles in the country that 
those are fortunate who have a shelter over 
their heads. Buttons remarked this to the 
Don, who told some stories of these fallen no- 
bles. He informed him that in Naples their 
laundress was said to be the last scion of one 
of the most ancient families in the kingdom. 
She was a countess in her own right, but had 
to work at menial labor. Moreover, many had 
sunk down to the grade of peasantry, and lived 
in squalor on Unds which were once the estates 
of their ancestors. 

Buttons spent the evening there. The rooms 
were elegant. Books lay around which showed 
a cultivated taste. The young man felt him- 
self in a realm of enchantment. The joy of 
meeting was heightened by their unusual com- 
plaisance. During the evening he found out 
all about them. They lived in Cadiz, where 
the Don was a mercliant. This was their first 
visit to Italy. 

They all had fine perceptions for the beauti- 
ful in art or nature, and, besides, a keen sense 
of the ludicrous. So, when Buttons, growing 
communicative, told them about Mr. Figgs's 
adventure in the ball of St. Peter's, they were 
greatly amused. He told about the adventures 
of all his friends. He told of himself : all about 
the chase in Naples Bay, and his pursuit of their 
carriage from St. Peter's. He did not tell them 
that he had done this more than once. Ida 



was amused ; but Buttons felt gratified at see- 
ing a little confusion on her face, as though she 
was conscious of the real cause of such a per- 
severing pursuit. She modestly evaded his 
glance, and sat at a little distance from the 
others. Indeed, she said but little during the 
whole evening. 

When Buttons left he felt like a spiritual be- 
ing. He was not conscious of treading on any 
material earth, but seemed to float along through 
enchanted air over the streets into his lodgings, 
and so on into the realm of dreams. 



CHAPTER XXVin. 

WHAT KIND OF A LETTER THE SENATOR WROTE 



FOR THE "NEW ENGLAND PATRIOT," WHICH 
SHOWS A TRUE, LIBERAL, UNBIASED, PLAIN, UN- 
VARNISHED VIEW OF ROME. 

*' Dick, ''said the Senator, as he sat with him 
in his room, "I've been thinking over your tone 
of mind, more particularly as it appears in those 
letters which you write home, such as you read 
the other day. It is a surprising thing to mc 
how a young man with your usual good sense, 
keenness of perception, and fine education can 
allow yourself to be so completely carried away 
by a mawkish sentiment. What is the use of 
all these memories and fancies and hysterical 
emotions that you talk about? In one place 
you call yourself by the absurd name of * A 
Pensive Traveller.' Why not be honest ? Bo 
a sensible American, exhibiting in your thought 
and in all your actions the efifect of democratic 
principles and stiff republican institutions. Now 
I'll read you what I have written. I think the 
matter is a little nearer the mark than your 
flights of fancy. But perhaps you don't care 
just now about hearing it ?" 

'* Indeed I do ; so read on,*' said Dick. 

^^ As I have travelled oontddernble in Italj,** said the 
Senator, reading from a paper which he drew from his 
pocket, *^ with mj eyea wide open, I have some lde& of the 
country and of the general condition of the farming 
class.** 

The Senator stopped. *' I forgot to say that 
this is for the New England Patriot^ published 
in our village, you know." 

Dick nodded. The Senator resumed : 

^* The soil is remarkably rich. Even where there are 
mountains they are well wooded. So if the fields look 
well it is not surprising. What is surprising is the culti- 
vation. I saw ploughs such as Adam might have used when 
forced for the first time to turn up the ground outside the 
locality of Eden ; harrows whidi were probably Invented 
by Numa Pompey* an old Roman that people talk about. 

t* They haven't any idea of draining clear. For here in 
a place called the Pontine Marsh, beautiful soil, surround- 
ed by a settled country, and yet they let it go to waste al- 
most entirely. 

^^ The Italians are lazy. The secret of their bad farm- 
ing liea in this. For the men loll and smoke on tlie fences, 
leaving the poor women to toil in the fields. A woman 
ploughing 1 And yet these people want to be A*ee. 

^^They wear leather legg^ns, short breeches, and jack- 
ets. Muiy of them wear wooden shoes. The women of the 
south use a queer kind of outlandish head-dress, which if 
they spent less time in fixing it would be better for their 
own worldly prosperity. 

^* The cattle are fine : very broad in the chest, with 
splendid action. I don*t believe any other countiy can 
show such cattle. The pigs are certainly the beat I ever saw 
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lection of marders, dueU!,*railwa7 accidents, and steamboat 
explosions. 

^^I donH see what hope there is for this unfortunate 
coantry ; I don*t really. The people have gone on so long 
in their present coarse that they are now about incoiTigi- 
ble. If the entire population were to emigrate to the 
Western States, and mix up with the people there, it might 
be possible for their descendants in the course of time to 
amount to something. 

*^ I don't see any hope except perhaps in one plan, which 
would be no doubt impossible for these lazy and dreamy 
Italians to carry out. It is this : Let this poor, broken- 
down, bankrupt Government make an inventory of its 
whole stock of jewels, gold, gems, pictut^, and statues. I 
understand that the nobility throughout Europe would be 
willing to pay immense sums of money for these ornaments. 
If they are fools enough to do so, then in Heaven's name 
let them have the chance. Clear out the whole stock of 
rubbish, and let the hard cash come in to replace it. 
That would be a good beginning, with something tangible 
to start from. I am told that the ornaments of St. Peter's 
Cathedral cost ever so many millions of dollars. In the 
name of goodness why not sellout the stock and realize in- 
stead of issuing those ragged notes for twenty-five cents, 
which circulate among the people here at a discount of about 
seventy-five per cent, f 

^^Then let them run a railroad north to Florence and 
flOQth to Naples. It would open up a fine tract of countiy 
which is capable of growing grain ; it would tap the gr^t 
olive-growing districts, and originate a vast trade in oil, 
Avine, and dried fruits. 

^^The country around Rome is uninhabited, but not 
barren. It is sickly in summer-time, but if there was 
a population on it who would cultivate it properly I calcu- 
late the malaria would vanish, just as the fever and ag^e 
do flrom many Western districts in our country by the 
same agencies. I calculate that region could be made one 
of the most fertile on this round earth if occupied by an 
industrious class of emigrants. 

^^ But there is a large space inside the walls of the city 
which could be turned to the best of purposes. 

'^ The place which used to be the Roman Forum is ex- 
actly calculated to be the terminus of the railroad which 
I have suggested. A commodious d^pdt could be made, 
aal the door-way might be worked up out of the arch or 
Titus, which now stands blocking up the way, and is of no 
earthly use. 

'^The amount of crumbling stones and old ruined walls 
that they leave about this quarter of the city is astonish- 
ing. It ought not to be so. 

*'> What the Government ought to do after being put in 
funds by the process mentioned above is this: 

^^ The Grovemmeut ought to tear down all those unsight- 
ly heaps of stone and erect factories and industrial schools. 
There is plenty of material to do it with. For instance, 
take the old ruin called the Coliseum. It la a fact, arrived 
at by elaborate calculation, that the entire contents of 
that concern are amply sufficient to construct no less 
than one hundred and fifty handsome factories, each two 
hundred feet by seventy-five. 

^^ The factories being built, they could be devoted to 
the production of the finer tissues. Silks and velvets 
could be produced here. Glass-ware of all kinds could be 
made. There is a fine Italian clay that makes nice cups 
and crocks. 

^^ I could also suggest the famous Roman cement as an 
additional article of export. The Catacombs under the city 
could be put to some direct pitictical use. 

** I have hastily put out these few ideas to show what a 
liberal and enlightened policy might effect even in such 
an unpromising place as Rome. It is not probable, how- 
ever, that my scheme would meet with favor here. The 
leading dasses in this city are such an incurable set of old 
fogies that, I verily believe, rather than do what I have 
suggested, they would choose to have the earth open beneath 
them and swallow them up forever —dlty, churches, statues, 
pictures, museums, palaces, ruins and all. 

*t I've got a few other idea?, some of which will work some 
day. Suppose Russia should sell us her part of America, 
Spain sell us Cuba, Italy give us Rome, Turkey an island 
or two — ^then what? But I'll keep this for another letter." 

" That's all,*' said the Senator. 

Dick's face was drawn up into the strangest 
expression. He did not say any thing, how- 
ever. The Senator calmly folded up his paper, 
and with a thoughtful air took up his hat. 

^^Tm going to that Coliseum again to meas- 
ure a place I forgot," said he. 

Upon whicli he retired, leaving Dick alone. 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

THB LONELT ONE AND HIS GOMFOBTEB. — THE 
TBUE MEDICINE FOB A SICK MAN. 

Dick was alone in his chamber. Confine- 
ment to his room was bad enough, but what 
was that in comparison with the desolation of 
soul that afflicted him ? Fepita was always in 
his thoughts. The bright moment was alone 
remembered, and the black sequel could not ef- 
face her image. Yet his misadventure showed 
him that his chances of seeing her again were 
extremely faint. But how could he give her 
up ? They would soon be leaving for Florence. 
How could he leave never to see her again — the 
lovely, the sweet, the tender, the — A faint 
knock at the door. 

** Come in," said Dick, without rising from 
his chair. 

A female entered. She was dressed in black. 
A thick veil hid her features, but her bent figure 
denoted age and weariness. She slowly closed 
the door. 

''Is it here where a young American lives 
with this name ?" 

She held out a card. It was his name, his 
card. He had only given it to one person in 
Rome, and that one was Fepita. 

" Oh !" cried Dick, rising, his whole expres- 
sion changing from sadness to eager and be- 
seeching hope, " oh, if you know where she is 
— where I may find her — " 

The female raised her form, then with a hand 
that trembled excessively she slowly lifted her 
veil. It was a face not old and wrinkled but 
young and lovely, with tearful eyes downcast, 
and cheeks suffused with blushes. 

With an eager cry Dick bounded from his 
chair and caught her in his arms. Not a word 
was spoken. He held her in a strong embrace 
as though he would not let her go. At last he 
drew her to a seat beside him, still holding her 
in his arms. 

" I could not stay away. I led you into mis- 
fortune. Oh, how you have suffered ! You 
are thin and wan. What a wretch am I ! 
When you see me no more will you forgive 
me?" 

" Forgive I" and Dick replied in a more em- 
phatic way than words afford. 

" They would not let me leave the house for 
ten days. They told me if I ever dared to see 
you again they would kill you. So I knew you 
were not dead. But I did not know how they 
had beaten you till one day Ricardo told me all. 
To think of you unarmed fighting so gallantly. 
Four of them were so bruised that they have 
not yet recovered. To-day Luigi went to Civita 
Vecchia. He told me that if I dared to. go to 
Rome he would send me to a convent. But I 
disobeyed him. I could not rest. I had to 
come and see how you were, and to — bid — 
adieu — " 

" Adieu I bid adieu? — ijever. I will not Itt 
you." 

" Ah, now you talk wildly," said Pepita. 
moumfnlly, "for you know wc must part." 
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" We shall not part." 

*'I will have to go home, and yoa can not 
follow me." 

" Oh, Fepita, I .can not give you up. You 
shall be mine — now — my wife — and come with 
me home — to America. And we shall never 
again have to part." 

'^Impossible," said Fepita, as big tear-drops 
fell from her eyea, " Impossible !" 

" Why impossible ?" 

'^Luigi would track us to the end of the 
world." 

"Track us I I would like to see him try it I" 
cried Dick in a fury. * ' I have an account to 
settle with him which will not be pleasant for 
him to pay. Who is he to dare to stand be- 
tween me and you? As to following me — 
Well, I have already given him a specimen of 
what I am. I would give a year of my life to 
have him alone for about half an hour." 

"You wrong him,** cried Fepita, earnestly. 
" You wrong him. You must not talk so. He 
is not a bravo. He is my brother. He has 
been like a father to me. He loves me dearly, 
and my good name is dearer to him than life. 
He is 80 good and so noble, dear Luigi I It 
was his love for me that blinded him and made 
him furious. He thought you were deceiving 
us all, and would not listen to you.*' 

"But if he were so noble would he have at- 
tacked one unarmed man, and he at the head 
of a dozen?" 

" I tell you,*' cried Fepita, " you do not know 
him. He was so blinded by passion that he 
had no mercy. Oh, I owe every thing to him ! 
And I know how good and i^oble he is I" 

"Fepita, for your sake I will forgiye him 
every thing." 

"I can not stay longer," said Fepita, making 
an effort to rise. 

" Oh, Fepita I yon can not leave me for- 
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ever. 

Fepita fell weeping into his arms, her slen- 
der form convulsed with emotion. 

"You shall not." 

" I must — there is no help." 

* ^ Why must you ? Can you not fly with me ? 
What prevents you from being mine ? Let us 
go and be united in the little church where I 
saw you first." 

" Impossible !" moaned Fepita. 

" Why ?" 

"Because I could not do you such injustice. 
You have your father far away in America. 
You might offend him." 

"Bother my father !** cried Dick. 

Fepita looked shocked. 

" I mean-— he would allow me to do any thing 
I liked, and glbry in it, because I did it. He 
would chuckle over it for a month.'* 

" Luigi—** 

" Fepita, do you love him better than me ?** 

" No, but if I leave him so it would break 
his heart. He will think I am ruined. He 
will declare a vendetta against you, and follow 
veu to the end of the world." 



"Is there no hope ?" 

" No — not now." 

* * Not now ? And when will there be ? Can 
it be possible that you would give me up? 
Then I would not give you up ! If you do not 
love me I must love you.** 

" Cruel !*' murmured Fepita. 

"Forgive," said Dick, penitently. " Fer- 
haps I am too sudden. If I come back again 
in two or three months wiU you be as hard- 
hearted as you are now ?'* 

"Hard-hearted!** sighed Fepita, tearfully. 
" You should not reproach me. My troubles 
are more than I can bear. It is no slight thing 
that you ask.** 

"Will waiting soften you? Will it make 
any difference? If I came for you — '* 

"You must not leave me so," said Fepita, 
reproachfully. " I will tell you all. You vrill un- 
derstand me better. Listen. My family is noble." 

"Noble!** cried Dick, thunderstruck. He 
had certainly always thought her astonishingly 
lady-like for a peasant girl, but attributed this 
to the superior refinement of the Italian race. 

"Yes, noble,** said Fepita, proudly. "We 
seem now only poor peasants. Yet once we 
were rich and powerful. My grandfather lost 
all in the wars in the time of Napoleon, and 
only left his descendants an honorable name.. 
Alas ! honor and titles are worth but little when 
one is poor. My brother Luigi is the Count di 
Gianti." 

" And you are the Countess di Gianti." 

" Yes," said Fepita, smiling at last, and hap- 
py at the change that showed itself in Dick. 
*'I am the Countess Fepita di Gianti. Can 
you understand now my dear Luigi*s high sense 
of honor and the fury that he felt when he 
thought that you intended an insult? Our 
poverty, which we can not escape, chafes him 
sorely. If I were to desert him thus suddenly 
it would kill him.'* 

" Oh, Fepita 1 if waiting will win you I will 
wait for years. Is there any hope ?*' 

" When will you leave Eome ?" 

" In a few days my friends leave.** 

"Then do not stay behind. If you do you 
can not see me." 

' ' But if I come again in two or three months ? 
What then ? Can I see you ?" 

" Ferhaps,*' said Fepita, timidly. 

"And you will not refuse ? No, no ! You 
can not ! How can I find you.?*' 

"Alas! you will by that time forget all 
about me." 

"Cruel Fepita! How can you say I will 
forget ? Would I not die for you? How can 
I find you ?** 

" The Fadre Liguori." 

"Who?" 

"Fadre Liguori, at the little church. The 
tall priest — ^the one who spoke to you." 

"But he will refuse. He hates me.*' 

"He is a good man. If he thinks you are 
honorable he will be your friend. He is a true 
friend to me," 
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" 1 will see Mm beTore I leave and tell bim 



There were Toii 
Fepita sCaned. 
"Thej come. 



i go," Mii she, drop- 



"Cocfonnd them t" cried IHck. 

"Addto!" sighed Pepita. 

Dick canght her in his arms. She tore her- 
self awaj with sobs. 

She was gone. 

Dick sank back in hia chair, with his ejes 
fixed hnngtil; on the door. 

"Hallo!" bm^t the Doctor's voice on his 
ears. "Who's that old girl? Hej? Why, 
Dickihowpaleyoaarel Ton'reworse. Hang 
it 1 you'll have a relapse if jon don't look oat. 
Yon mnst make a total change in foor diet — 
more BtimalaCing drink and generons fbod. 
However, the drive to Florence will set yon all 
right again." 



CHAPTER XXX. 



It Bnttons had spent little time in his room 
before he now spent less. He was exploring 
the ruins of Rome, the chnrches, the picture 
gBlleries, and the palaces under new auspices- 
He knew the name of ereiy palace and chnrch 
in the place. He acquired this knowledge bj 
means of superbanum application to "Morray's 
Hand-book " on the evenings after leaving his 
companions Thejt were enOiusiastic, parbcn- 



-\^ 



larly the ladies. They were perifectlj femiliar 
with all the Spanish painters and man; of the 
Italian. Buttons felt himself far inferior to 
them in real familiarity with Art, but he made 
amends by brilliant criticisms of a transcendent- 



It was certainly a pleasant occupation for 
youth, Bprightliness, and beauty. To wander 
all day long through that central world from 
which forever emanate all that is fairest and 
most enticing in Art, Antiqnity, and Religion ; 
to have a soul open to the reception of all these 
influences, and to have all things glorified by 
Almighty love ; in short, to be in love in Rome. 

Rome is an inexhaustible store-house of at- 
tractions. For the lovers of gayety there are 
the drives of the Pincian Hill, or the Villa Bor- 
ghese. For the stndeot, rnina whose very dust 
is eloquent. For the artist, IreasDres beyond 
price. For tlie devotee, religion. How fortu- 
nate, thought Bnltans, that in addition to all 
this there is, f6r the lovers of the beautiful, 
beauty! 

Day after day they visited new scenes, 'ypon 
the whole, perhape, the best way to see the city, 
when one can not spend one's life there, is to 
take Murray's Hand-book, and, armed with 
that red necessity, dash energetically at the 
work ; see every thing that is mentioned ; 
huny itup in the orthodox manner; then throw 
the book away, and go over the ground anew, 
wandering easily wherever fancy leads. 




CHAPTER XXXI. 



To these, once wandering idly down the Ap- 
pian Way, the ancient tower of Metella rose in- 
vitii^ly The carriage stopped, and ascend- 
ing, they walked up to the entrance. They 
marvelled at the enormous blocks of travertine 
of which the ediSce was built, the noble sim- 
plicity of the style, the venerable garment of 
ivy which hid the ravages of time. 

The door was open, and tbey walked in. 
Buttons fiist; the ladies timidly following; 
and the Don bringing up the rear. Sniidonlj 
a low groan startled them. It seemed to come 
from the very depths of the earth. The ladies 
gave a shriek, and dashing past their brother, 
ran out The Don paused. Buttons of course 
advanced He never felt so extensive in his 
life before. What a splendid opportunity to 
give an exhibition of manly courage 1 So he 
walked on, and shouKd : 

"Who's there?" 

A groan I 

Further in yet, till he came to the inner 
chamber It was dark there, the only light 
coming m through the passages. Through the 
gloom he saw the figure of a man lying on the 
floor BO tied that he could not move. 
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" Who are you ? What's the matter ?" 

*' Let me loose, for God's sake !'' said a voice, 
in thick Italian, with a heavy Gennan accent. 
*'rm a traveller. I've been robbed by brig- 
ands." 

To snatch his knife from his pocket, to cut 
the cords that bound the man, to Jift him to his 
feet, and then to start back with a cry of aston- 
ishment, were all the work of an instant. By 
this time the others had entered. 

The man was a German, unmistakably. He 
stood blinking and staring. Then he stretched 
his several limbs and rubbed himself. Then 
he took a long survey of the new-comers. 
Then he stroked a long, red, forked beard, and, 
in tones expressive of the most profound be- 
wilderment, slowly ejaculated — 

" Gr-r-r-r-acious me ! " . 

'* Meinheer Schatt !" cried Buttons, grasping 
his hand. '^ How in the name of yronder did 
you get here? What has happened to you? 
Who tied you up ? Were you robbed ? Were 
you beaten? Are you hurt? But come out 
of thi^s dark hole to the sunshine." 

Meinheer Schatt walked slowly out, saying 
nothing to these rapid inquiries of Buttons. 
The German intellect is profound, but slow ; 
and so Meinheer Schatt took a long time to col- 
lect his scattered ideas. Buttons found that 
he was quite faint ; so producing a flask from 
his pocket he made him drink a little precious 
cordial, which revived him greatly. After a 
long pull he heaved a heavy sigh, and looked 
with a piteous expression at the new-comers. 
The kind-hearted Spaniards insisted on taking 
him to their carriage. He was too weak to 
walk. They would drive him. They would 
listen to no refusal. So Meinheer Schatt was 
safely deposited in the carriage, and told his 
story. 

He had come out very early in the morning to 
visit the Catacombs. He chose the early part 
of the day so as to be back before it got hot. 
Arriving at the Church of St. Sebastian he 
found to his disappointment that it was not open 
yet. So he thought he would beguile the time 
by walking about. So he strolled off to the 
tomb of Csecelia Metella, which was the most 
striking object in view. He walked around it, 
and broke off a few pieces of stone. He took 
also a few pieces of ivy. These he intended to 
carry away as relics. At last he ventured to 
enter and examine the interior. Scarce had 
he got inside than he heai'd footsteps without. 
The door was blocked up by a number of ill- 
looking men, who came in and x^ught him. 

Meinheer Schatt confessed that he was com- 
pletely overcome by terror However, he at 
last mustered sufficient strength to ask what 
they wanted. 

** You are our prisoner !" 

*«Why? Who are you?" 

** We are the secret body-guard of His Holi- 
ness, appointed by the Sacred Council of the 
Refectory," said one of the men, in a mocking 
tone. 



Then Meinheer Schatt knew that they were 
robbers. Still he indignantly protested that he 
was an unoffending traveller. 

**It's false ! You have been mutilating the 
sacred sepulchre of the dead, and violating the 
sanctity of their repose I" 

And the fellow, thrusting his hands in the 
prisoner's pockets, brought forth the stones and 
ivy. The others looked into his other pockets, 
examined his hat, made him strip, shook his 
clothes, pried into his boots — in short, gave him 
a thorough overhaul. 

They found nothing, except, as Meinheelp ac- 
knowledged, with a faint smile, a piece of the 
value of three half-cents American, which he 
had brought' as a fee to the guide through the 
Catacombs. It was that bit of money that 
caused his bonds. It maddened them. Thev 
danced around him in perfect fury, and asked 
what he meant by daring to come out and give 
them so much trouble with only that bit of im- 
pure silver about him. 

" Dog of a Tedescho ! Your nation has 
trampled upon our liberties ; but Italy shall be 
avenged! Dog! scoundrel! villain! Tedes- 
cho ! Tedes-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-s-cho ! " 

The end of it was that Meinheer Schatt was 
tied in a singularly uncomfortable position and 
left there. He thought he had been there about 
five hours. He was faint and hungry. 

They took him home. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

ANOTHER DISCOVERT MADE BY BUTTONS. 

On the evening after this adventure the Don 
turned the conversation into a new channel. 
They all grew communicative. Buttons told 
them that his father was an extensive merchant 
and ship-owner in Boston. His business ex- 
tended over many parts of the world. He 
thought he might have done something in Cadiz. 

"Your father a ship-owner in Boston! I 
thought you belonged to New York," said the 
Don, in surprise. 

**0h," said Buttons, "I said I came from 
there. The fact is, I lived there four years at 
college, and will live there when I return." 

" And your father lives in Boston," said the 
Don, with an interest that surprised Buttons. 

«*Yes." 

"Is his name Hiram Buttons?" 

**Ye8," cried Buttons, eagerly. **How do 
you know ?" 

** My dear Sir," cried the Don, " Hiram But- 
tons and I are not only old business correspond- 
ents, but I hope I can add personal friends." 

The Don rose and grasped Buttons cordially 
by the hand. The young man was overcome 
by surprise, delight, and triumph. 

"I liked you from the first," said the Don. 

" You bear your character in your face. I was 

happy to receive yon into our society. But now 

! I feel a still higher pleasure, for I find you are 
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the BOD of a man for whom I assure ;oa I enter- 
tun an infiiiite respect." 

The Biatars were evidently delighted at the 
scene. As to Buttons, he was orertomo. 

Thtis far he ofi«n felt delicscj about hie po- 
sition among them, and fears of intruding occa- 
nionallj interfered with his enjojment. His 
footing now was totallj din^rent ; and the most 
puncliliouB Spaniard could find no fanit with 
hiB continued intimacy. 

"Barrah for that abominable old office, and 
ihat horrible business to which the old gentle- 
man tried to bring me I It has turned out the 
l>est thing for me. What a capital idea it was 
fur the governor to trade with Cadiz 1" 

Such were the thoughts of Buttons as ha went 



CHAPTER XXXin. 
Bp««.t- «odf «i£ .odf. 

In his exploratioos of the nooks and comerg 
of Rome the Senator was compelled for some 
time to mabe his jonmeys alone. He some 
times fett regret that he had not some inter 
prater with him on these occasions ; bat on the 
whole he thought be was well paid for his 
trouble, and he stored ap in his memory an m 
credible nnmber of those items which are usual 
Ij known as " nsefnl bets." 

On one of these occasions he entered a vet; 
common caf^ near one of the gales, and as he 
felt hungry he determined to get his dmner 
He hod long felt a desire to taste those "frogs 
of which he bad heard so much, and which to 
his great aurpriae he had never yet seen On 
coming ut France he of coarse felt confident 
that he would find frogs as common as potatoes 
y dinner-table. To his 
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The waiter shrugged his shoulders till they 
reached the npper part of his ears. The Sen- 
ator looked for a moment at him, and saw Ihat 
he did not understand him. He looked at the 
floor involved in deep thonght. At lest be 
raised bis eyes once more to meet those of the 
waiter, which still were fixed npon him, and 
placing the palms of his hands on his hips, 
threw back his head, and with his eyes still fix- 
ed steadfastly upon (he waiter he gave utterance 
to a long shrill gnrgle such as he thought ibe 
frt^ might give : 

BpexeKtKeK toaf "oi^, 
BpEtcKei^K Koai noa^. 



hadm 






He determined to have some now. But how 
conid be get them ? How ask for them ? 

"Poohl eaay enoughl" said the Senator to 
himself, with a smile of superiority. " I wish 
I could ask for every thing else as easily 

So he took his seat at one of the tables, and 
gave a thundering rap to summon the waiter. 
All the caf^ had been Btartled by the advent of 
the large foreigner. And evidently a rich man, 
for he was an Englishman, as they thonght. So 
lip came the waiter with a very low bow, snd a 
very dirty jacket; and all the rest of the people 
in the caf^ looked at the Senator out of the cor- 
ner of their eyes, and stopped talking. The 
Senator gazed with a calm, serene face and 
steady eye npon the waiter. 

" Signore ?" said the waiter, interrogatively. 

"Gvnk! gungl I" said the Senator, solemnly, 
^Tithout moving a niascle. 

The waiter stared. 

" ChevvolellaT" he repeated, in a faint voice. 

"Gvnk! gany I !" said the Senator, as sol- 
emnly as befora. 

" Non capisco." 

" Gunk gwu/ / ffwtktty gtmie gang!" 




(Becurrence must be made to Aristophanes, 
who alone of articolate speaking men ' 
ten down the utterance of the common frog.) 

Thewuier started back. All the men in the 
caf£ jumped to their feel. 

" BptaKociK Koaf noA^," coutintted the Sena- 
tor, quite patiently. The wuter looked frighu 

"Will yon ^re me some or not?" cried the 
Senator, indignantly. 

' ' Signore," faltered the waiter. Then he ran 
for the caf^keeper. 

The caf^-keeper came. The Senator repeat- 
ed the words mentioned above. Chough somewhat 
angrily. The keeper brou^t forward every 
customer in the bouse U> see if any one could 
understand the language. 

" It's German," said one. 

" It's English," said another. 
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" Bah !*' said a third. " It's Russian.'* 

*' No," said a fourth, " it's Bohemian ; for 
Carolo Quinto said that Bohemian was the lan- 
guage of the devil.'' And Number Four, who 
was rather an intelligent-looking man, eyed the 
Senator compassionately. 

'^ Gunk gvng, gunkety gung /" cried the Sena- 
tor, frowning ; for his patience had at last de- 
serted him. 

The others looked at him helplessly, and 
some, thinking of the devU, piously crossed them- 
selves. Whereupon the Senator rose in majes- 
tic wrath, and shaking his purse in the face of 
the caf^-keeper, shouted : 

** You're worse than a nigger!" and stalked 
grandly out of the place. 



CHAPTER XXXrV. 

THE 8ENATOB PUBST7ES HIS INVESTIGATIONS.— AN 
INTELLIGENT BOMAN TOUCHES A CHOBD IN THE 
SENATOB'S HEABT that TIBBATBS. — ^BESULTS 
OP THE VIBBATION. — ^A VISIT FBOM THE BOMAN 
POLICE ; AND THE GBEAT BACE DOWN THE COB- 
SO BETWEEN THE SENATOB AND A BOMAN SPT. — 
GLEE OF THE POPULACE !— HI ! HI ! 

He did not ask for frogs again; but still he 
did not falter in his examination into the life of 
the people. Still he sauntered through the re- 
moter comers of Rome, wandering over to the 
other side of the Tiber, or through the Ghetto, 
or among the crooked streets at the end of the 
Corso. Few have learned so much of Rome in 
so short a time. 

On one occasion he was sitting in a csS4, 
where he had supplied his wants in the follow- 
ing way : 

" Hi ! coffee ! coffee !" and again, <* Hi I ci- 
gar! cigar!" when his eye was attracted by a 
man at the next table who was reading a copy 
of the London J%mesj which he had spread out 
very ostentatiously. After a brief survey the 
Senator walked over to his table and, with a 
beaming smile, said — 

** Good-day, Sir." 

The other man looked up and returned a very 
friendly smile. 

"And how do you do. Sir?" 

"Very well, I thank you," said the other, 
with a strong Italian accent. 

" Do you keep your health ?" 

"Thank you, yes," said the other, evidently 
quite pleased at the advances of the Senator. 

" Nothing gives me so much pleasure," said 
the Senator, " as to come across an Italian who 
understands English. Yon, Sir, are a Roman, 
I presume." 

" Sir, I am." 

The man to whom the Senator spoke was not 
one who would have attracted any notice from 
him if it had not been for his knowledge of En- 
glish« He was a narrow-headed, mean-looking 
man, with very seedy clothes, and a servile but 
cunning expression. 

" How do you like Rome?" he asked of the 
Senator. 



The Senator at once poured forth all that had 
been in his mind since his arrivaL He gave his 
opinion about the site, the architecture, the 
drains, the municipal government, the beggars, 
and the commerce of the place ; then the sol- 
diers, the nobles,, the priests, monks, and nuns. 

Then he criticised the Government, its form, 
its mode of administration, enlarged upon its tyr- 
anny, condemned vehemently its police system, 
and indeed its whole administration of every 
thing, civil, political, and ecclesiastical. 

Waxing warmer with the sound of his own el- 
oquence, he found himiself suddenly but natural- 
ly reminded of a country where all this is re- 
versed. So he went on to speak about Freedom, 
Republicanism, the Rights of Man, and the Bal- 
lot-Box. Unable to talk with sufficient fluen- 
cy while in a sitting posture he rose to his feet, 
and as he looked around, seeing that all present 
were staring at him, he made up his mind to im- 
prove the occasion. So he harangued the crowd 
generally, not because he thought any of them 
could understand him, but it was so long since 
he had made a speech that the present opportuni- 
ty was irresistible. Besides, as he afterward 
remarked, he felt that it was a crisis, and who 
could tell but that a word spoken in season 
might produce some beneficial effects. 

He shook hands very warmly with his new 
friend after it all was over, and on leaving him 
made him promise to come and see him at his 
lodgings, where he would show him statisticsy etc. 
The Senator then returned. 

That evening he received a visit. The Sen- 
ator heard a rap at his door and called out 
* * Come in. " Two men entered — ill-looking, or 
rather malignant-looking, clothed in black. 

Dick was in his room. Buttons out, Figgs and 
the Doctor had not returned from the cafe. 
The Senator insisted .on shaking hands with 
both his visitors. One of these men spoke En- 
glish. 

" His Excellency," said he, pointing to the 
other, " wishes to speak to you on official bnsi- 



>» 



ness. 

" Happy to hear it," said the Senator. 

"His Excellency is the Chief of the Police, 
and I am the Interpreter." 

Whereupon the Senator shook hands with 
both of them again. 

"Proud to make your acquaintance," said he. 
"I am . personally acquainted with the Chief 
of the Boston police, and also of the Chief of 
the New York /)oUce, and my opinion is that 
they can stand more liquor than any men I ever 
met with. Will you liquor?" 

The interpreter did not understand. The 
Senator made an expressive sign. The Inter- 
preter mentioned the request to the Chief, who 
shook his head coldly. 

"This is formal," said the Interpreter — " not 
social." 

The Senator's fyfie flushed. He frowned. 

"Give him my compliments then, and tell 
him the next time he refuses a gentleman's 
offer he had better do it like a gentleman. For 
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m; part, if I chose to be Dnciv I I miglit saj 
that I consider yoiir Boman pohce Tery small 
potatoes" 

The Interpreter translated th g 1 lemlly, and 
though the final expression was not very intelli- 
t;ible, ;et it aeemed to implj contempt. 

So the Chief of Police made his commnnica- 
tioQ aa atemly as possible. Grave reports hod 
been made about His American Excellenc;. 
The Senator looked surprised. 

"What about?" 

That he vaa harangning the people, going 
nboat secretly, plotting, and trying to inatill rev- 
olationary senliments into the pablic mind. 

" Pooh I" said the Sanator. 

The Chief of Police bade him be CBrefbl. 
He vould not be permitted to stir np an excita- 
ble populace. This was to giTC bim warning. 

"Poohl" said the Senator again. 

And if he neglected this warning it would be 
the worse for him. And the Chief of Police 
iooked unalterable things. The Senator gazed 
at him ateml; and somewhat contemptuously 
for B, few minutes. 

" You're no great shakes anyhow," said he. 

" Signore ?" sud the Interpreter. 

"Doesn't it strike yon that you are talking 
infernal nonsense?" asked the Senator in a 
slightly argnmentatiTe tone of Toice, throwing 
one leg orer another, Ulting back his chur, and 
fiilding his arms, 

"Your language is disrespectful," was the in- 
dignant reply. 

" Yours strikes me aa something of the same 
kind, too ; but more — it is absurd." 



What do yon mean ?" 
You say I stir up the people.'' 
Tlcs Do yoo deny it?" 
Pooh I How can a man stir up the people 
when he can't speak a word of their language ?" 
The Chief of Police did not reply for a mo- 

" I lather think Pre got you there," said the 
Senator, diyly. " Hey? old Hobs?" 

("Old Hoss" was an epithet which he useil 
when he was in a good humor.) He felt that 
tte bad the best of it here, and his anger was 
gone. He therefbre tilted his chair back farther, 
and placed his feet upon the back of achurthat 
was in li-ont of him. 

" There are Italians in Some who speak En- 
glish, '' was at length the rejoinder. 

"I wish I could find some then," said the 
Senator. " It's worse than looking for a needle 
in a hay-stack, they're so precious few." 

" You have met one." 

" And 1 can't say I feel orer-proud of the ac- 
quaintanco, " said the Senator, in his former di7 
tone, looking hard at the Interpreter. 

"At the Caf^ Cenicci, I mean." 

"The what? Where's that?" 

"Where yoo were this morning." 

"Ohhol that's it — ah? And was my friend 
there one of yonr fVienda too?" asked the Sen- 
ator, aa light bant in npon him. 

" He was sufiJciently patriotic to give warn- 
ing." 

" Oh — patriotic ? — he was, was he ?'' said the 
Senator, slowly, while his eyes showed a danger- 
ous Ught. 



THE DODGE CLUB ; OB, ITALY IN MDCCCLIX, 



"Yet — palriotio. He has watched you for 

"Watched me.'" and the Senator frowned 
wrath full J. 

"Yea, all orer Bonie, wherever j'ou went." 

"Watched met dogged me! tracked me.' 
Aba?" 

"So yon are known." 

" Then the man is a spy." 

" He is a patriot." 

" Whj the mean concern sat next roe, at- 
tracted my attention by reading English, and 
encouraged me to speak as I did. Why don't 
jrou arrest liira ?" 

" He did it to test yon." 

" To test me ] How would be Lke me to test 
him?" 

n yonroffanaewith 

" And content themselves this time with giv- 
ing you warning." 

" Very much obliged ; but tell your Govern- 
ment not Id be alarmed. I won't hurt tliem." 

Upon this the two visitors took their leave. 



The Senator informed his two friends about the 
visit, and thought very lightly about it; but tlie 
recollection of one thing rankled in his mind. 

That spy ! The fellow had humbugged him. 
He had dogged him, tracked him, perhaps for 
weeks, had drawn him into conversation, asked 
leading questions, and then given information. 
If there was any thing on earth that the Sena- 
tor loathed it wag this. 

But how conld such a mnn be punished! 
That waa the thought, PuniBbmeut conld only 
come from one. The law could do nothing. 
Bat there was one who could do something, and 
that one was himself. Lynch law ! 



"Kf tipba wan tn 






nning. 



The Senator hnmmed the above elegant words 
all that evening. 

He thought he could find the man yet. He 
was sore he would know him. He would de- 
vote himself to this on the next day. The next 
da; he went about the city, and at lengtli in the 
afternoon he came to Fincian Hill. There was 







THE DODGE CLUB ; OB, ITALY IN MLCCCLIX. 



H ftreat crowd there at ataal. The Senator 
placed himself in a &roi;^ble poeitjon, in which 
he could only be seen from one point, and Iben 
watcbed with the eye of a hawk. 

He watched for about an hour. At the end 
of that time be saw a &ce. It belonged to a 
man who had been leaning agaioEt a post with 
his back turned toward the Senator all this time. 
It was the face! The feilow happened to turn 
it far enough ronnd to let the Senator see bim. 
Ue waa evidently watching him yet. The Sen- 
ator walked rapidly toward him. The man saw 
him and began to moTe as rapidly away. The 
Senator increased his pace. So did the man. 
The Senator walked Btill faster. Sodidtheman. 
The Senator took long strides. The man look 
»bort, quick ones. It is said (hat the bstest pe- 
destrians are Chose who take short, quick steps 
The Senator did not gain on the other. 

By this time a vast nambor of idlers had been 
attracted by the sight of these two men walking 
as if for a wager. At last the Senator began 
. lo run. So did the man I 

The whole thing was plain. One man was 
chasing the other. At once all the idlers of 
the Pincian Hill stopped all their avocations 
and turned to look. The road winds down (ho 
Fincian Hill to the Piazza del Popolo, and those 
on the upper part can look down and see the 
whole extent. What a place for a race I The 
quick-eyed Komans saw it all. I 

" A spy 1 yes, a Government spy I" 

" Chased by an eccentric Englishman ' 

A loud shout burst from the Soman raiind. 
But a number of English and Americans choogbt 
difFerently. They saw a little man chased 
by a big one. Some cried " Shame !" Others 
thinking it a case of pocket-picking cned 
"Stop thief 1" Others cried "Go it, little fel 
low ! Two to one on tbe small chap ! " 

Every body on the Piocian Hill rushed to the 
edge of the winding road to look down or to 
llie paved walk (hat overlooks thePiazra. Car 
ri^es stopped and the occupants looked down 
French soldiers, dragoons, guards, officers — all 

And away went the Senator. And ana; ran 
the terriJied spy. Down the long way, and at 
length (hey came to the Piazza del Popolo. A 
loud shout came from all the people. Above 
and on all sides they watched tbe race. The spy 
darted down the Corso. The Senator aAerhim. 

Tbe liomans in the street applauded vocifer- 
ously. Hundreds of people stopped, and then 
turned and ran after the Senator. All the win- 
ilows were crowded with heads. All the balco- 
nies were filled with people. 

Down along the Corso. Past the column of 
Antonine. Into a street on the left. The 
Senator was gaining! At last (hey came lo a 
square. A great fountain of vast wateis bursts 
forth there. The spy ran to the other side of 
(he square, and just as be was darting into a 
side alley the Senator's hand clutched bis coat- 
tails 1 

The Senator took the spy in that way by 



which one is enabled to make any other do 
what is called "Walking Spanish," and pro- 
pelled hini rapidly toward the reservoir of the 
founuin. 

The Senator raised the spy from the ground 
and pitched him inlo the pool. 

The sir was rent with acclamations and cries 
of delight. 

As tbe spy emerged, half-drowned, ihe crowd 
came forward and woald have prolonged the 
delightful seosaliou. 

Not often did they have a spy in their band*. 




Pepita's little visit was beneficial to Dick. 
It showed bim that he was not altogether cut 
off from ber. Before that he had grown lo 
think of her as almost inaccessible ; now she 
seemed to have a will, and, what is better, a heart 
of ber own, which wonld lead her to do her 
share toward meeting him again. Would it not 
he better now to comply with her evident de- 
wre, and leave Rome for a little while ? He 
conld return again. But bow conld be tear 
himself away ? Would it not be &r better to 
remain and seek her? He conld not decide. 
He thought of Padre Liguori. He had grossly 
insulted (bat gentleman, and the thought of 
meeting him again made him feel blank. Tet ' 
he was in some way or other a protector of 
Fepita, a guardian, perhaps, and as such had 
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inflnence over her fortunes. If he could only 
disarm hostility from Padre Lignori it would 
be undoubtedly for his benefit. Perhaps Padre 
Liguori would become his Mend, and tiy to in- 
fluence Pepita's family in his favor. So he de- 
cided on going to see Padre Liguori. 

The new turn which had been given to his 
feelings by Pepita's visit had benefited him in 
mind and body. He was quite strong enough 
for a long walk. Arriying at the church he 
had no difQculty in finding Liguori. The priest 
advanced with a look of surprise. 

"Before mentioning the object of my visit,** 
said Dick, bowing courteously, **I owe you an 
humble apology for a gross insult. I hope you 
will forgive me.** 

The priest bowed. 

** After I left here I succeeded in my object,'* 
continued Dick. 

** I beard so,** said Liguori, coldly. 

" And you have heard also that I met with a 
terrible punishment for my presumption, or 
whatever else you may choose to call it.** 

** I heard of that also,'* said the priest, stern- 
ly. "And do you complain of it? Tell me. 
Was it not deserved ?'* 

" If their suspicions and yours had been cor- 
rect, then the punishm^it would have been well 
deserved. But you all wrong me. I entreat 
yon to believe me. I am no adventurer. I am 
honest and sincere.** 

"We have only your word for this,*' said 
Liguori, coldly. 

" What will make you believe that I am sin- 
cere, then ?" said Dick. * * What proof can I 
give ?'* 

" Yon are safe in offering to give proofs in a 
case where none can be given." 

"I am frank with you. Will you not t)e so 
with me ? I come to you to try to convince you 
of my honesty, Padre Liguori. I love Pepita as 
truly and as honorably as it is possible for man 
to love. It was that feeling that so bewildered 
me that I was led to insult you. I went out 
in the midst of danger, and would have died for 
her. With these feelings I can not give her up. " 

"I have heard sentiment like this often be- 
fore. What is your meaning ?" 

" I am rich and of good family in my own 
country ; and I am determined to hare Pepita 
for my wife." 

"Your wife!" 

" Yes,*' said Dick, resolutely. " I am hon- 
orable and open about it My story is short. I 
love her, and wish to make her my wife." 

The expression of Liguori changed entirely. 

" Ah ! this makes the whole matter different 
altogether. I did not know this before. Nor 
did the Count. But he is excusable. A sud- 
den passion blinded him, and he attacked you. 
I will tell you " — and at each word the priest's 
manner grew more friendly — "I will tell you 
how it is, Signore. The Giantis were once a 
powerful family, and still have their title. I 
consider myself as a kind of appanage to the 
family, for my ancestors for several generations 



were their maggiordomos. Poverty at last strip* 
ped them of every thing, and I, the last of the 
family dependents, entered the Church. But I 
still preserve my respect and love for them. 
Yon can understand how bitterly I would re- 
sent and avenge any base act or any wrong done 
to them. Yon can understand Luigi's vengeance 
also.'* 

"I thought as much," said Dick. "I 
thought yon were a kind of guardian, and so I 
came here to tell you frankly how it is. I love 
her. I can make her rich and happy. To do 
so is the desire of my heart. Why should I be 
turned away ? Or if there be any objection, 
what is it?*' 

"There is no objection — none whatever, if 
Pepita is willing, and yon sincerely love her. I 
think that Luigi would give his consent." 

" Then what would prevent me from marry- 
ing her at once ?" 

"At once I" 

"Certainly." 

"You show much ardor ; but still an imme- 
diate marriage is impossible. There are vari- 
ous reasons for this. In the first place, we love 
Pepita too dearly to let her go so suddenly to 
some one who merely feels a kind of impulse. 
We should like to know that there is some pros- 
pect of her being happy. We have cherished 
her carefully thus far, and will not let her go 
without having some security about her happi- 
ness." 

" Then I will wait as long as you like, or 
send for my friends to give you every informa- 
tion you desire to have ;. or if you want me to 
give any proofs, in any way, about any thing, 
I'm ready.'* 

*' There is another thing," said Liguori, 
^ which I hope you will take kindly. You are 
young and in a foreign country. This sudden 
impulse may be a whim. If you were to mar- 
ry now you might bitterly repent it before three 
months were over. Under such circumstances 
it would be misery for you and her. If this 
happened in your native country you could be 
betrothed and wait. There is also another rea- 
son why waiting is absolutely necessary. It will 
take some time to gain her brother's consent. 
Now her brother is poor, but he might have 
been rich. He is a Liberal, and belongs to the 
National party. He hates the present system 
here most bitterly. He took part in the Boman 
Bepublican movement a few years ago, and was 
imprisoned after the return of the Pope, and 
lost the last vestige of his property by confisca- 
tion. He now dresses coarsely, and declines 
to associate with any Romans, except a few who 
are members of a secret society with him. He 
is very closely watched by the Government, so 
that he has to be quiet. But he expects to 
rise to eminence and power, and even wealth, 
before very long. So you see he does not look 
upon his sister as a mere common every-day 
match. He expects to elevate her to the high- 
est rank, where she can find the best in the 
country around her. For my own part I think 
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this is doubtful ; and if joa am in earnsst I 
should do what I conid to further joai inter- 
est. Bat it will take some time to peisoade 
ihe Coaot." 

"Then, ntoaced u I am, what can I do to 
gain her J" asked Dick. 

" Are jour (Hends thinking of leaving Bome 
soon?" 

"Yes, pretty soon." 

" Do not leave tbem. Go with thera. Fur- 
BDo the coorae 70a originall? intended, Just as 
though nothing had happened. If after jonr 
(our is finished joa find that your feelings are 
ss strong as ever, and that she is as dear to }0u 
as fou say, then yon may return here." 

" And you ?" 

" I think all objections may be rerooTed." 

" It will take some weeks to finish oni lour." 

"Some weeks I Oh, do not return under 
three months at least." 

" Three months ] that is very long !" 

" Not too long. The time will soon pass 
away. If you do not really love her you will 
he glad at having escaped ; if yon do yon will 
rejoice at having proved your wncerity." 

Some further conversation passed, after which 
Dirk, finding Ihe priest inflexible, ceased to per- 
suade, and acced^ to his proposal. 



CHAPTER XXXVI. 



SlONOBA MlBAMIOLINA BoCCA, who WSS tbo 

landlady of the house where the Club were lodg- 
ing, was a widow, of about forty years of age, 
still fresh and blooming, with a merry dark eye, 
and much animation of featares. Sitting usual- 
ly in the small room which they passed on the 
way to their apartments, they had to stop to 
get their keys, or to leave thera when they went 
out, and Buttons and Dick frequently stopped 
to have a little conversation. The rest, not 
being able to speak Italian, contented them- 
selves with smiles ; the Senator paiticnlarly, 
who gave the most beaming of smiles both on 
going and on retnming. Sometimes he even 
tried to talk to her in his nsnal adaptation of 
broken English, spoken in lend tones to the 
benighted bat fascinating foreigner. Her at- 
tention to Dick during his sickness increased 
the Senator's admiration, and he thought her 
one of the best, one of the most kind hearted 
and sympathetic of beings. 

One day, toward the close of their stay in '' 
Rome, the Senator was in a fix. He had not || 
had any washing done since he came to the ' 
city. He had run thiongh all bis clean hnen 
and came to a dead stand Before leavmg for 
another place it was absolutely necessary to at- 



tend to this. Bnc how t Buttons was off with 
the Spaniards i Dick had gone out on a drive. 
No one conld help him, so he tried it himself. 
In fact, be had never lost confidence in his pow- 
ers of making himself understood. It was still 
a fixed conviction of his that in cases of neces- 
sity any intelligent man conld make his wants 
known to intelligent foreigners. If not, there 
is stupidity somewhere. Had be not done so 
in Paris and in other places? 

So he rang and managed to make the servant 
understand that be wished to see the landlady. 
The landlady had always shown a great admi- 
ration for the manly, not to say gigantic charms 
of the Senator. Upon him she bestowed her 
brightest smile, and Che qnick flush on her 
ftice and heaving breast told that the Senator 
bad made wild work with her too sasceptible 

So now when she learned that the Senator 
wished to see her, she at once imagined the 
canse to be any thing and every thing exc^t 
the real one. Why take that pariactilar time, 
when all the rest were out ? she thong^t. Evi- 
dently for some tender purpose. Why send fbr 
her ? Why not come down to see her ? Evi- 
dently because be did not liice the publicity of 
her room at the Conciergerie. 

She arrayed herself, therefore, in her bright- 
est and her beat charms j gave an additional 
flonrish to her dark hair that hang wavingly and 
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laxariantly, and still without a trace of gray over 
her forehead; looked at herself with her dark 
ejes in the glass to see if she appeared to the 
best advantage ; and finally, in some agitation, 
but with great eagerness, she went to obey the 
summons. 

Meantime the Senator had been deliberating 
how to begin. He felt that he conld not show 
his bundle of clothes to so fair and fine a creat- 
ure as this, whose manners were so soft and 
whose smile so pleasant. He would do any 
thing first. He would try a roundabout way 
of making known his wishes, trusting to his 
own powers and the intelligence of the Jady for 
a full and complete understanding. Just as he 
had come to this conclusion there was a timid 
knock at the door. 

'^ Come in,*' said the Senator, who began to 
feel a little awkward already. 

^^ £J permesso f*^ said a soft sweet voice, "«e 
puo entrare .'*' and Signora Mirandolina Bocca 
advanced into the room, giving one look at the 
Senator, and then casting down her eyes. 

** Umilissima serva di Lei^ SigfU>re^ mi com- 
mandV* 

But the Senator was in a quandary. What 
could he do ? How begin ? What gesture would 
be the most fitting for a beginning ? 

The pause began to be embarrassing. The 
lady, however, as yet was calm — calmer, in fact, 
than when she entered. 

So she spoke once more. 

" IX che ha JElla bisogna, lUustris simo f" 

The Senator was dreadfully embarrassed. 
The lady was so fair in his eyes. Was this a 
woman who could contemplate the fact of soiled 
linen ? Never. 

*<Ehem!»'saidhe. 

Then he paused. 

^^ Serva devota,** said Signora Mirandolina. 
^* Cheese, SignoreJ^ 

Then looking up, she saw the face of the 
Senator all rosy red, turned toward her, with a 
strange confusion and embarrassment in his eye, 
yet it was a kind eye — a soft, kind eye. 

^^ Egli t for St irmamorato di me,^ murmured 
the lady, gathering new courage as she saw the 
timidity of the other. "Che grandezzaT* she 
continued, loud enough for the Senator to hear, 
yet speaking as if to herself. ^^Oie hellezza ! 
tm galantuomOy certamente — e quest* e molto pia- 
cevole,** 

She glanced at the manly figure of the Sen- 
ator with a tender admiration in her eye which 
she could not repress, and which was so intelli- 
gible to the Senator that he blushed more vio- 
lently than ever, and looked helplessly around 
him. 

^^ E irmamorato di me, senza dubio,*^ said the 
Signora, " vergogna non vuol che sisapesse.^* 

The Senator at length found voice. Ad- 
vancing toward the lady he looked at her very 
earnestly and as she thought very piteously — 
held out both his hands, then smiled, then 
spread his hands apart, then nodded and smiled 
again, and said — 



"Me — me — want — ha — hum — ah! You 
know — me — gentleman — hum — me Con- 
found the luck," he added, in profound vexa- 
tion. 

" Signore,** said Mirandolina, *^la di Lei gen' 
tdezza me confonde^'' 

The Senator turned his eyes all around, every- 
where, in a desperate half-conscious search for 
escape from an emban*assing situation. 

''*' Signore noi d siamo sole, nessuno ci senti,** 
remarked the Signora, encouragingly. 

" Me want to tell you this !" burst forth the 
Senator. ** Clothes — you know — washy — 
washy.** Whereupon he elevated his eyebrows, 
smiled, and brought the tips of his fingers to- 
gether. 

** lo non so checosa wiol dir mi, Ilbistrissimo, 
said the Signora, in bewilderment. 

"You — you — you know. Ah? Washy? 
Hey ? No, no,** shaking his head, " not washy, 
but get washy.'* 

The landlady smiled. The Senator, encour- 
aged by this, came a step nearer. 

" Che cosat lienor mepalpita, lo tremo" 
murmured La Bocca. 

She retreated a step. Whereupon the Sena- 
tor at once fell back again in great confusion. 

"Washy, washy,*' he repeated, mechanically, 
as his mind was utterly vague and distrait. 

" Uassi-Uttassi V^ repeated the other, inter- 
rogatively. 

"Me—** 

" TV," said she, with tender emphasis. 

" Wee mounseer,'* said he, with utter desper- 
ation. 

The Signora shook her head. *• *• Non capisco. 
Ma quelle, balordaggim ed intormentimente, che 
sono si non segni mamfesti d^amore .'** 

" I don't understand, marm, a single word of 
that.*' 

The Signora smiled. The Senator took cour- 
age again. 

"The fact is this, marm,'* said he, firmly, "I 
want to get my clothes washed somewhere. Of 
course you don*t do it, but you can tell me,'you 
know. Hm ?** 

^^ Non capisco.^* 

"Madame,'* said he, feeling confident that 
she would understand that word at least, and 
thinking, too, that it might perhaps serv'e as a 
key to explain any other words which he might 
append to it. " My clothes — I want to get them 
washed — ^laundress — ^wasby — soap and water — 
clean *em all up — iron *em — hang *em out to dry. 
Ha?** 

While saying this he indulged in an express- 
ive pantomine. When alluding to his clothes 
he placed his hands against his chest, when men- 
tioning the drying of them he waved them in the 
air. The landlady comprehended this. How 
'not ? When a gentleman places his hand on his 
heart, what is his meaning ? 

" sottigliezza damore /** murmured she. 
" Che cosa cerca," she continued, looking up 
timidly but invitingly. 

The Senator felt doubtful at this, and in fact 
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a little frightened. Again he plai^ his hands 
on his chest to indicate hii clothes; he atnick 
that manly chest forcibly several timea, looking 
at her all the time. Then ha wmng his hands. 

" Ah, Signore," said La Rocca, with a melt- 
ing glance, " non i ifiiopo S detperaiioie." 

" Washy, washy — " 

"Eppure, se Ella vuol Bpoaarmi, noti ce di^' 
colla," retnmed the other, with tme Italian 
n^nkaess. 

" Soap and water — " 

" Non ho il corafigio di dir di no, " 

The Senator had bis arms onlslrelched to in- 
dicate the hanging-out process. Still, howerer, 
feeling doabtful if he were altogether ander- 
atood, he thought he would try another form of 
pantomime. Suddenly he fell down on his 
knees, and began to imitate the action of a 
washer-woman orer her tub, washing, wringing, 
pounding, rubbing. 

" O gran' cielo .'" cried the Signora, her pity- 
ing heart filled with tenderness at the sight of 
this noble being on his knees before her, and, as 
she thoaght, wringing bis hands in deap»r. 
" gran' cielo I Egli e imiamoraio di ni« non 
pao parlor ItaUano t coti Tu>n pno dirmelo.'' 



Her warm heart prompted her, and she obey- 
ed its impulse. What else contd ahe do? She 
flnng herBelf into his outstretched arms, as lie 
raised himself to hang out imaginary clothes on 
an invisible line. 

The Senator was thunderstruck, confounded, 
bewildered, shattered, overcome, crushed, stupe- 
lied, blasted, overwhelmed, horror - stricken, 
wondei-smilten, annihilated, amazed, horrified, 
shocked, frightened, terrilied, nonpluaed, wilted, 
awe-struck, shivered, astounded, dumbfounded. 
He did not even atruj^le. He was paralyzed. 

"Ah, canasimo," said a soft and tender voice 
in his ear, a low, sweet voice, " ae veraiaenta me 

At that moment the door opened and Bnt- 
tona walked in. In an instant be darted out. 
The Signora harried away. 

" Addio,bellisaima, carissimagioja!" she sigh- 
ed. 

The Senator was still paralyzed. 

After a time be went with a pale and anx- 
ious face to see Buttons. That yonng man 
promised secrecy, and when the Senator was 
telling his story tried hard to look serions and 
sympathetic. In vain. The thoaght of that 
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scene, and the cause of it, and the blander that 
had been made overwhelmed him. Laughter 
convulsed him. At last the Senator got up in- 
dignantly and left the room. 

But what was he to do now? The thing 
could not be explained. How could he get out 
of the house ? He would have to pass her as 
she sat at the door. 

He had to call on Buttons again and implore 
his assistance. The difficulty was so repug- 
nant, and the matter so very delicate, that But- 
tons declared he could not take the respon- 
sibility of settling it. It would have to be 
brought before the Club. 

The Club had a meeting about it, and many 
plans were proposed. The stricken Senator 
had one plan, and that prevailed. It was to 
leave Borne on the following day. For his 
part he had made up his mind to leave the house 
at once. He would slip out as though he in- 
tended to return, and the others could settle his 
bill and bring with them the clothes that had 
caused all this trouble. He would meet them 
in the morning outside the gate of the city. 

This resolution was adopted by all, and the 
Senator, leaving money to settle for himself, 
went away. He passed hurriedly out of the 
door. He dared not look. He heard a soft 
voice pronounce the word " Gioja !" He fled. 

Now that one who owned the soft voice after- 
ward changed her feelings so much toward her 
*' gioja" that opposite his name in her house- 
book she wrote the following epithets: Bir- 
bonCj Villano, ZoUcacdo, Burberone, Gaglioffo, 
Meschino, Briconaccio, Anemalacdo* 



CHAPTER XXXVn. 
^me.—AncierU Eistory.—Twa pbbhistobic bra. 

—CRITICAL EXAMINATION OP NIBBUHR AND 
HIS SCHOOL. — THE EARLY HISTORY OF ROME 
PLACED ON A RIGHT BASIS.— EXPLANATION OF 
HISTORY OF REPUBLIC. — NAPOLEON'S "C^- 



SAB. 



»» 



-THE IMPEBIAL BEGIME. — THE NOBTH- 



EBN BABBABIANS. — BISB OF THE PAPACY.— ME- 
DIEVAL BOMB. 

Topography. — tbub adjustment of bounds of 

ANCIENT CITY. — ITS PBOBABLE POPULATION. — 

Oeclogy. — ^examination of formation. — tufa 

TBAVBBTINB. — BOMAN CEMENT. — TBBBA-COT- 

ta. — Special consideration of Boman Catacombs, 

— ^BOSIO. — ^ABBINGHI. — CARDINAL WISEMAN. — 
RECENT EXPLORATIONS, INVESTIGATIONS, EX- 
AMINATIONS, EXHUMATIONS, AND RESUSCITA- 
TIONS.— EARLY CHRISTIAN HISTORY SET ON A 
TRUE BASIS. — BELICS. — ^MABTYBS. — BEAL OBI- 
GIN OF CATACOMBS.— TBUE AND BELIABLE EX- 
TENT (WITH MAPS). 

Hemarks on Art. — the benaissance. — the eably 

PAINTEBS : CIMABUE, GIOTTO, PEBUGINO, BAF- 
AELLE SANZIO, MICHELANGELO BUONABOTTI. — 
THE TBAN8FIGUBATI0N. — THE MOSES OF MI- 
CHELANGELO. — ^BELLINI. — SAINT PETEB'S, AND 
MOBE PABTICULABLY THE COLONNADE.— THE 
LAST JUDGMENT. — DANTE. — THE MEDIEVAL 
SPIBIT.— EFFECT OF GOTHIC ABT ON ITALY AND 
ITALIAN TASTE. — COMPABISON OF LOMBABD 
WITH SICILIAN CHURCHES. — TO WHA^; EXTENT 
BOME INFLUENCED THIS DEVELOPMENT. — THE 
FOSTEBENG SPIBIT OF THE CHUBCH.— ALL MOD- 
BBN ABT CHBISTIAN.— WHY THIS WAS A NECES- 



SITY. — FOLLIES OF MODEBN CRITICS. — REYN- 
OLDS AND RUSKIN. — HOW FAR POPULAR TASTE 
IS WORTH ANY THING. — CONCLUDING RWMAT^t^b 
OF A MISCELLANEOUS DESCBIPTION. 

[There I as a bill of fare I flatter myeelf that the ahove 
ought to take the eye. It was my intention, on the de- 
parture of the Club from Rome, to write a chapter of a 
thoroughly exhaustire character, as will be seen by the 
table of contents above; but afterward, finding that tho 
chapter had already reached the dimensions of a good- 
sized book before a quarter of it wius written, I thought 
that if it were inserted in this work it would be con6ideTe«l 
by some as too long; in fact, if it were admitted nothing 
more would ever be heard of the Dodge Club; which 
would be a great pity, as the best of their adventures diii 
not take place until after this period ; and as this is the 
real character of the present work, I hare finally decided 
to enlarge the chapter into a book, which I will publish 
after I have given to the world my " History of the Mic- 
macs,'* ^'Treatise on the Greek Particles,'* "Course of 
Twelve Lectures on Modem History,** new edition of the 
^^AgamemnonianTrioIogy** of iBschylus, with new read- 
ings, "Harmony of Greek Accent and Prosody,** "Exer- 
cises in Sanscrit for Beginners, on the Ollendorf System,** 
*-^ The Odyssey of Homer translated into the Dublin Irish 
dialect,** " Dissertation on the Symbolical Nature of the Mo- 
saic Economy,** *^ Elements of Logic,** "Examination into 
the Law of Neutrals,** *'• life of General George Wat'hii^- 
ton,'* "Histoiy of Patent Medicine,** "Ti-ansactions of 
the ^Saco Association for the advancement of Human 
Learning, particularly Natural Science * (consisting of one 
article written by myself on ^The Toads of Maine*),** and 
*^ Report of the '' Kennebunkport, Maine, United Congre- 
gational Ladles* Benevolent City Missionary and Mariners* 
Friend Society,' ** which will all be out some of these dayp, 
I don*t know exactly when ; but after they come out this 
chapter wUl appear in book fonu. And if any of my r€»d - 
ers prefer to wait till they read that chapter before read- 
ing any further, all I can say is, perhaps they'd better 
not, as after all it has no necessary connection with the 
fbirtunes of the Dodge Club.] 



CHAPTER XXXVni. 

ITALIAN TRAVEL, ROADS, INNS. — ^A GRAND BREAK- 
DOWN. — AN ARMY OF BEGGARS. — SIX MEN 
HUNTING UP A CARRIAGE WHEEL ; AND PLANS 
OP THE SENATOR FOR THE GOOD OF ITALY. 

On the following morning the Senator was 
picked up at the gate, where he had waited pa- 
tiently ever since the dawn of day. His seat 
was secured. His friends were around him. 
He was safe. They rolled on merrily all that 
day. And their carriage was ahead of that of 
the Spaniards. They stopped at the same inns. 
Buttons was happy. 

The next day came. At nine o'clock a.m. 
on the next day there was a singular scene : 

A vettura with the fore-wheel crashed into 
fragments ; two horses madly plunging ; five 
men thrown in different directions on a soft 
sand-hank ; and a driver gazing upon the scene 
with a face of woe. 

The Senator tried most energetically to brush 
the dust from his clothes with an enormous red 
silk handkerchief; the Doctor and Mr. Figgs 
looked aghast at huge rents in their nether gar- 
ments ; Buttons and Dick picked themselves up 
and hurried to the wreck. 

The emotions of the former may be conceived. 
The wheel was an utter smash. No patching 
however thorough, no care however tender, could 
place it on its edge again a perfect wheel. A hill 
rose before them, behind which the -Spaniards, 
hitherto their companions, had disappeared half 
an hour previously, and were now rolling on over 
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the palin berond rhat hill all ignorant of this 
disaster. Every moment aeparaied them more 
widely from the despairing Buttons. Conld he 
haTe metamorphosed himself into a wheel most 
gladly would he have done it. He had wild 
thoQEhts of setting ofT on foot and catching np 
to them before the next Jaj, But, of 
further reflection showed him that walking was 
ont of the question. 

Bick looked on in silence. They were little 
more than a day's jonmey flrom Rome. Civiia 
CaaCellana lay between; yet perhaps a wheel 
might not be got at CiviCa Castellana. In that 
case a return to Home was inevitable. What a 
inonieiitoDS thoughtj Back to Rome! Ever 
since he left he had felt a profound melancholy. 
The feeling of bomeeickncss was on him. He 
hod amased himself with keeping hia ejea shut 
and fancying that he wag moving to Kome in- 
stead of iVom it. He bad repented leaving the 
citj. Better, he thought, to have waited. He 
might then have seen Pepibu The others grad- 
ually came to survey the scene. 

" Eh ? Well, what's to be done now ?'' said 
Bnttons, sharply, as the driver came along- 
" How long are yon going lo wait ?" 

"Signore makes no allowance for a poor 
man's con fasion. Behold that wheel 1 What 
is there for me to do — unhappy ? May the bit- 
ter corse of the ruined fiill upon that miserable 



"The coach has already fallen on it," said 
Dick. <> Sarely that is enough." 

" It infuriates me to find myself overthrown 

"Ton could not wish for a better place, my 
Pietro." 

" What will yon do f said Buttons. "We 
must not waste time here. Can we go on ?" 
" How is that possible ?" 
" We might get a wheel at the next town." 
"We coald not find one it we hnnted all 
through the three next towns," 

"Curse your Italian lownsl" cried Batton», 
in a rage. 

"Certainly, Signore, cnrse them if yon desire." 
"Where can we get this onerepaiied then?" 
"At Civita Castellana, I hope." 
"Back there I What, go back I" 
"I am not to blamo,"Baid Pietro, with res- 
ignation. 

" We must not go hack. We shall not." 
"If we go forward every mile will make it 
worse. And how can we move with this load 
and this broken wheel up that hill ?" 

That was indeed a difficulty. The time that. 
had elapsed since the lamentable break-down 
had been sufficient to bring upon the scene an 
ivable crowd. After satisfying their 
curiosity they betook themselves to business. 

Ragged, dirty, evil - faced, wicked- eyed, 
slouching whining impudent — seventeen worn- 
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en, twentj-nine small boys, and thirty-one 
men, without counting curs and goats. 

**Signo-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o-o! in the liame of 
the Ever Blessed, and for the love of Heaven.'' 
" Go to thunder;" "For the love of." " We 
have nothing, nothing, nothing ! Do yon hear?" 
"Of the Virgin." ** Away ! Be off." " Give 
me." "Go to blazes!" "Me miserable." 
"Will you be off?" "Infirm, blind, and." 
"I'll break your skull!" "Altogether des- 
perate." "If you torment us any more, I'll." 
"Only the smallest charity." "Smash your 
abominable bottle-nose!" "Oh, generous no- 
bles!" "Don't press me, you filthy." "Il- 
lustrious cavaliers!" "Take that! and if you 
say any more I'll kick you harder." "I kneel 
before you, oppressed, wretched, starving. Let 
these tears." "I'll make yon shed more of 
them if you don't clear out." "N-n-n- Sig- 
no-o-o-o-o!" "Away!" "Behold a wretch- 
ed villager from the far distant Ticino !" " You 
be banged ! Keep off!" " Oh, Sfgno-o-o-o-o ! 
Oh per I'amor di Dio ! Carita ! Carita-a-a-a 
— solamente un mezzo baroccho^-oh, Signo-o-o ! 
— datemi." 

" Fietro ! Pietro I for Heaven's sake get us 
out of this at once. Anywhere — anywhere, 
so that we can escape from these infernal vaga- 
bonds !" 

The result was, that Fietro turned his car- 
riage round . By piling the baggage well behind, 
and watching the fore-axle carefully, he con- 
trived to move the vehicle along. Behind them 
followed the pertinacious beggars, filling the air 
with prayers, groans, sighs, cries, tears, lamen- 
tations, appeals, wailings, and entreaties. Thus 
situated they made their entry into Civita Cas- 
tellana. 

Others might have felt flattered at the recep- 
tion that awaited them. They only felt an- 
noyed. The entire city turned out. The main 
street up which they passed was quite full. 
The side-streets showed people hurrying up to 
the principal thoroughfare. They were the 
centre of all eyes. Through the windows of 
the cafe the round eyes of the citizens were vis- 
ible on the broad stare. Even the dogs and 
cats had a general turn out. 

Nor could they seek relief in the seclusion 
of the hotel. The anxiety which all felt to re- 
sume their journey did not allow them to rest. 
They at once explored the entire city. 

Was there a carriage-maker in the place? 
A half-hour's search showed them that there 
was not one. The next thing then was to try 
and find a wheel. About this they felt a little 
hopeful. Strange, indeed, if so common a thing 
as this could not be obtained. 

Yet strange as this might be it was even so. 
No wheel was forthcoming. They could not 
find a carriage even. There was nothing but 
two ancient caliches, whose wheels were not 
only rickety but utterly disproportioned to the 
size of the vettura, and any quantity of bullock 
carts, which moved on contrivances that could 
scarcely be called wheels at all. 



Three hours were consumed in the tedious 
search. The entire body of the inhabitants be- 
came soon aware of the object of their desires, 
and showed how truly sympathetic is the Ital- 
ian nature, by accompanying them wherever 
they went, and making observations that were 
more sprightly than agreeable. 

At first the Club kept together, and made 
their search accompanied by Fietro; but after 
a time the crowd became so immense that thev 
separated, and continued their search singly. 
This produced but slight improvement The 
crowd followed their example. A large num- 
ber followed the Senator: walking when he 
walked; stopping when he stopped; turning 
when he turned ; strolling when he strolled ; 
peering when he peered ; commenting when he 
spoke, and making themselves generally very 
agreeable and delightful. 

At every comer the tall form of the Senator 
might be seen as he walked swiftly with the 
long procession following like a tail of a com- 
et ; or as he stopped at times to look around in 
despair, when 

** He above the rest 
In shape and gesture proudly eminent 
Stood like a tower. His form had not jet lost 
All its original brightness ;*' 

although, to tell the truth, his clothes had, and 
the traces of mud and dust somewhat dimmed 
the former lustre of his garments. 

The appalling truth at last forced itself upon 
them that Civita Castellana could not furnish 
them either with a new wheel or a blacksmith 
who could repair the broken one. Whether the 
entire mechanical force of the town had gone 
off to the wars or not they did not stop to in- 
quire. They believed that the citizens had 
combined to disappoint them, in hopes that 
their detention might bring in a little ready 
money and start it in circulation around the 
community. 

It was at last seen that the only way to do 
was to send Fietro back to Rome. To delay 
any longer would be only a waste of time. 
Slowly and sadly they took up their quarters at 
the hotel. Dick decided to go back so as to 
hasten Fietro, who might otherwise loiter on 
the way. So the dilapidated carriage had to 
set out on its journey backward. 

Forced to endure the horrors of detention in 
one of the dullest of Italian towns, their situa- 
tion was deplorable. Mr. Figgs was least un- 
happy, for he took to his bed and slept through 
the entire period, with the exception of certain 
intervals which he devoted to meals. The Doc- 
tor sat quietly by an upper window playing 
the devil's tattoo on the ledge with inexhausti- 
ble patience. 

The Senator strolled through the town. He 
found much to interest him. His busy brain 
was filled with schemes for the improvement 
of the town.- 

How town lots could be made valuable ; how 
strangers could be attracted ; how manufact- 
ures could be promoted ; bow hotels started ; 
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ing of horses ; Fietro drove np to the hotel. 
Most conepiuQOua in Che turn-oat nas Dick, vho 
was seated in the coup^, waring hia hat triumpli- 
Bnllj in the air. 

The appettrftnce of the carriage was the sit;- 
nal for three hearlj cheers, which burst involun- 
lari\y from the three Americans on the conn- 
fard, rousiDd Mr. Fipes from sleep laai t]io 
iun-keepet from liis usuni letharg}'. One look 
at the horsei was enouKh to show that there 
was no chance of procecdini; further that dav 
The poor beasts were cohered with foam and 
trembled excessiTely However they all Rsli 
infin to rel ef at the prospect of getting awav 
even though thej would have to wait till the 
follow ng mormng 

D ck was drapged to the d ning roora bj his 
eager friends and hercelj interrogated He had 
not much to tell 

rhe joumej to Home had been made with 
ut any difficulty the carnage having tumbled 
f rward on il« front a^le not more than one 
hundred and fifty seren times. True, when it 
reached Rome it was a perfect wreck, the frame- 
nork being completely wrenched to pieces; and 
Ihe proprietor was bitterly enraged with Pielro 
for not leaving the carriage at Civita Castellana, 
and returning on horseback for a wheel; but 
Diclc interceded for the poor devil of a driver, 
and the proprietor kindly consented to deduct 
Ihe value of the coach from his wages piecc- 

Thcir journey bai'k was qnickbut nninterest- 
ing. Dick acknowledged that he had a faint 
idea of staying in Borne, but saw a friend who 
advised him not to. He had taken the reins 
and driven for a great part of the way, while 
Pielro had gone inside and slumbered the sleep 
of the just. 

As it was a lonely countiy. with few inbabil- 
ants, he had beguiled the ledioua hours of the 
journey by blowing patriotic airs on an enor- 
mous trombone, purchased by him from a min- 
cellaneous dealer in Rome. The result had 
been in the highest degree pleasing Co himself, 
thOQgh perhaps a little aurpriaing to others. 
No one, however, inlcrftered with him except 
a party of gendarmes who attempted to slop 
him. They thought that he was a Garibaldi- 
no trying to rouse the country. The trom- 
bono might have been the cacse of that suspi- 

Fortnnntcly ihe gendarmes, though armed to 
the teetl^, were not mounted, and so it was that, 
when they aitempted to arrest Dick, that young 
man lashed his horses to fury, and, loosening 
. ' the reina at the same moment, burst through 
BRU WITH aLOBT. — BOEBiM OF THB iMBBi- (he line, and before they knew what he was 
CiB BAOLE ! j gijgm j,e was away. 

It waa late on the evening of the following [ They fired a volley. The echoes died away, 
day before Dick made hia appearance with ' mingled with gendarmerian curses. The only 
Pielro, Another veltnra had been obtained, harm done was a hole made by a bullet through 
iind with cracks of a long whip that resounded the coach. The only apparent effect was the 
ihrough the whole town, snmmoniug the citi- waking of Pietro. That worthy, suddenly 
zens to the streets; with thunder of wheels roused from al umber, jumped up to hear the 
over the pavements; with prancing and snort- laat sounds of the rifles, to see the hole made 



how ahops aupported ; how trade 

how the whole sui'rotmding population enriched, 

especially by the factories. 

"Why, among these here hills," said he, 
confidentially, to Buttons — " among these very 
hills there is water-power and excellent location 
for, say — Silk-weaving mills, Fulling ditto, Grist 
ditto. Carding ditto, Sawing ditto, Plaster- 
crushing ditto. Planing ditto. — Now I would 
locate a cotton-mill over there." 

" Where would yon get your cotton ?" miun- 
bled Buttons. 

"Where?" repeated the Senator. "Growit 
on the Campagna, of courae." 

Buttons passed the time in a fever of im- 
patience. 

For fiir ahead the Spaniards were flying far- 
ther and further away, no doubt wondering at 
eveiy stage why he did not join thcro. 



CHAPTER XXXIX. 



THE DODGE CLUB ; OS, ITALT IN MDCCCLIX. 




bj the bnllet, tlie &ding fonns of the frantic 
officials, and the nimble figure of the gallant 
driver, who stood upright upon the seal waring 
bis hat orer bis head, while the horses dashed 
on at a furious gallop. 

This was all. Nothing more occurred, for 
Fietro drore the remainder of the waj, and 
Dick's trombone was tabooed. 

On the following morning the welcome de- 
parture was made. To their ineipreeaible joy 
they found that ibe coach was chia time a strong 
one, and do ordinary event of travel could de- 
lay them. They had lost two days, however, 
nnd that was no triSe. They now entered npon 
the second stage, and passed on niihout diffi- 
culty. 

In GKt, they didn't meet with a single inci- 
dent worth mentioning till they came to Fern- 
gia. Perogia is one of the finest places in Ita.- 
Ij, and really did not deserve to be overhauled 
so cenitically by the Papal troops. Every body 
remembers that aifair. At the lime when the 
Dodge Club arrived at this city they found the 
Papal party in the middle of a reaction. They 
actnally b^an to fear that they had gone a lit- 
tle too &r. Thej were making friendly over- 
tores to the outraged citizens. But the latter 
were implacable, stiff! 

What rankled most deeply was the madden- 
ing bet that these Swiss, who were made the 
ministers of vengeance, were part of that ac- 
cursed, detested, hated, shunned, despised, ab- 
horred, loathed, esecrated, contemptible, stu- 
pid, thick-headed, hmtal, gross, cnel, bestial, 
demoniacal, fiendish, and utterly abominable 
race — / Taieicii — whose very name, when hiss- 
ed from an Italian month, expresses unuttera- 
ble scorn and undying hate. 

They left Ferula at early dawn. Jogging 
on easily over the hills, they were oalcnlating 
the time when they vroold reach Florence. 

In the disturbed state of Italy at this ^me, 
resulting from war and political excitement, 
and general expectation of nniveraal change, 
the country wag filled nilh disorder, and sconn- 



drels infested the roads, particularly in the Fa- 
pal territories. Bere the Government, finding 
sufficient employment for all its energies in tak- 
ing care of itself, could scarcely be expected to 
take care either of its own subjects or the trav- 
eller throDgh its dominions. The Americans 
had heard several stories about brigands, but 
had given themselves no trouble whatever abont 

Now it came to pass that about five miles 
from Perugia they woond round a very thickly- 
wooded mountain, which ascended on the left 
far above, and on the right descended quite ab- 
ruptly into a gorge. Dick was outside; the 
others inside. Suddenly a loud shont^ and a 
scream from Fietro. The carriage stopped. 

The inside passengers could see the horses 
rearing and plnuging, and Dick, snatching whip 
and reins f^om Fietro, lashing them with all 
his might. In a moment all inside waa in an 

*' We are attacked !" cried Buttons. 

"The devil!" cried the Senator, who, in his 
sudden excitement, osed the first and only pro- 
fane expression which his friends ever heard 

Out came the Doctor's revolver. 

Bang 1 bang t went two rifles outside, an4 a 
loud voice called on them to surrender. 

"Andate al Diavolol" pealed out Dick's 
voice as loud as a tiumpeL His blows f^l 
&st and furiously on the horscfl. Maddened 
by psin, the animals boimded forward for a few 
rods, and then swerving from the rood-side, 
dashed against the precipitous hill, where the 
coach stuck, the horses rearing. 

Through the doors which they hod flung 
open in order to jnmp out the occupants of the 
carriage saw the reeling figures of armed men 
overthrown and cursing. In a moment tbey 



Thank Heaven! i 
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struck. There were twenty scoundrels armed 
to the teeth. 

The Doctor was as stiff as a rock. He aimed 
six times as calmly as though he were in a pistol, 
gallery. Nerve, told. Six explosions roared. 
Six yells followed. Six men reeled. 

** I'd give ten years of my life for such a pis- 
tol !** cried Buttons. 

The Italians were staggered. Dick had a 
bowie-knife. The Senator grasped a ponder- 
ous beam that he had placed on the coach in 
case of another break-down. Mr. Figgs had a 
razor which he had grabbed from the store- 
house in the Doctor's pocket. Buttons >had 
nothing. But on the road lay three Italians 
writhing. 

"Hurrah!" cried Buttons. "Load again, 
Doctor. Come ; let's make a rush and get the 
guns of these devils on the road." 

He rushed forward. The others all at his 
side. The Italians stood paralyzed at the effect 
of the revolver. As Buttons led the charge 
they fell back a few paces. 

"Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah!" burst from 
Buttons, the Senator, and Dick, as each snatch- 
ed a rifle from the prostrate bandits, and has- 
tily tore the cartridge-boxes from them. 

"Load up! load up I Doctor!" cried But- 
tons. 

"All right," said the Doctor, who never 
changed in his cool self-possession. 

But now the Italians with carses and screams 
came back to the attack. It is absolutely stu- 
pefying to think how few shots hit the mark in 
the excitement of a fight. Here were a num- 
ber of men firing from a distance of hardly 
more than forty paces, and not one took effect. 

The next moment the whole crowd were 
upon them. Buttons snatched Mr. Figgs's ra- 
zor from his grasp and used it vigorously. 
Dick plied his bowie-knife. The Senator wielded 
a clubbed rifle on high as though it were a 
^vand, and dealt the blows of a giant upon the 
heads of his assailants. All the Italians were 
physically their inferiors— small, puny men. 
Mr. Figgs made a wild dash at the first man he 
saw and seized his rifle. The fight was spirited. 

The rascally brigands were nearly three times 
as numerous, but the Americans surpassed them 
in bodily strength and spirit. 

Crash — crash — fell the Senator's rifle, and 
down went two men. His strength was enor- 
mous — ^absorbed as it had been from the gran- 
ite clifls of the old Granite State. Two brawny 
fellows seized him from behind. A thrust of his 
elbow laid one low. Buttons slashed the wrist 
of the other. A fellow threw himself on But- 
tons. Dick's bowie-knife laid open his arm and 
thigh. The next moment Dick went down be- 
neath the blows of several Italians. But But- 
tons rushed with his razor to rescue Dick. 
Three men glared at him with uplifted weap- 
ons. Down came the Senator's clubbed rifle 
like an avalanche, sweeping their weapons over 
the cliff. They turned simultaneously on the 
Senator, and grasped him in a threefold em- 



brace. Buttons's razor again drank blood. Two 
turned upon him. Bang! went the Doctor's 
pistol, sending one of them shrieking to the 
ground. Bang! once more, and a fellow who 
had nearly overpowered the breathless Figgs 
staggered back. Dick was writhing on the 
ground beneath the weight of a dead man and 
a fellow who was trying to suffocate him. But- 
tons was being throttled by three others who 
held him powerless, his razor being broken. 
A crack on Mr. Figgs's head laid him low. 
The Doctor stood off at a little distance hastily 
reloading. 

The Senator alone was free; but six fierce 
fellows assailed him. It was now as in the old 
Homeric days, when the heroic soul, sustained 
loj iron nerve and mighty muscle, came out par- 
ticularly strong in the hour of conflict. 

The Senator's form towered up like one of 
his own granite cliffs in the storm — as rugged, 
as unconquerable. His blood was up! The 
same blood it was that coursed through the 
veins of Cromwell's grim old " Ironsides," and 
afterward animated those sturdy backwoods- 
men who had planted themselves in American 
forests, and beaten back wild beasts and howl- 
ing savages. 

Buttons, prostrate on the ground, looked up, 
gasping through the smoke and dust, as he 
struggled with his assailants. He saw the Sen- 
ator, his hair bristling out straight, his teeth set, 
his eye on fire, his whole expression sublimed 
by the ardor of battle. His clothes were torn 
to shreds ; his coat was gone, his hat nowhere, 
his hands and face were covered with clots of 
blood and streaks from mud, dust, smoke, and 
powder. 

The eye of Buttons took in all this in one 
glance. The next instant, with a wide sweep 
of his clubbed rifle the Senator put forth all his 
gigantic strength in one tremendous effort. 
The shock was irresistible. Down went the 
six bandits as though a cannon-ball had struck 
them. The Senator leaped away to relieve 
Dick, and seizing his assailant by neck and 
heel, flung him over the cliff. Then tearing 
away another from Mr. Figgs's prostrate and 
almost senseless form, he rushed back upon 
the six men whom he had just levelled to the 
earth. 

Dick sprang to the relief of Buttons, who was 
at his last extremity. But the Doctor was be- 
fore him, as cool as ever. He grasped one fel- 
low by the throat — a favorite trick of the Doc- 
tor's, in which his anatomical knowledge came 
very finely into play : 

"Off!" rang the Doctor's voice. 

The fellow gasped a curse. The next in- 
stant a roar burst through the air, and the 
wretch fell heavily forward, shot through the 
head, while his brains were spattered over the 
face of Buttons. The Doctor with a blow of 
his fist sent the other fellow reeling over. 

Buttons sprang up gasping. The Italians 
were falling back. He called to the Senator. 
That man of might came up. Thank Grod, 
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thej were all alive 1 Braised, and ironnded 
and pantinj; — but alire. 

The Ecowling bandits drew off, leaTing aeren 
of their number on the road hors de combat 
Some of the retreiiting onea had been Vadlj 
treated, and limped and staggered. The Club 
proceeded u> load their rifles. 

The Doctor stepped forward. Deliberately 
uming he fired his revolver fire times in rapid 
succession. Before he had time lo load again 
(he bandits had darted into the woods 

"Every one of those bullets Ait,' said tbe 
Doctor with unusaal emphi 



"We f 









Dick. "They'll be back shortly with others 

" Then we must fortify our position said 
the Senator, " atid wait for relief. As we were 
though, il was lucky they tried a hand to hand 
fieht first. This hill Ehellera us on ono side 
There are so many trees that they can t roll 
stones down, nor can they shoot us. Well fix 
a barricade in front with our tiaggage We II 
have to fight behind a banicade this time 
though, by the Eternal I I wish it were band 
to-hand again, for I don't remember of aver 
having had such a glorious time in all my born 

The Senator passed his hand over his gory 
brow, and walked lo the coach. 
" Where's Pietro ?" 
"Fietrol Pietro!" 
No answer. 

"Pl-E-TROI" 

Still no answer. 

" Pietro !" cried Dick, " if yon don't come 
here I'll blow your — " 

"Oh! is it you, Signori?" exclaimed Fie- 
tro's voice; and that worthy appeared among 
the trees a little way up tbe hill. He was dead- 
ly pale, and trembled so much that he could 
scarcely speak. 

"Look here!'" cried Bnttonsj "we are go- 
ing to barricade ourselTes." 

"Barricade!" 

"We can not carry onr baggage avray, and 
we are not going to leave it behind. We ex- 
pect to have another battle." 

Pietro's face grew livid. 

" You can stay and help ns if yon wish." 

Pietro's teeth chattered. 

" Or you can 




re by running lo 
the nearest town and letting the authorities 

" Oh, Signore, trust me 1 I go." 

" Make haste, then, or you may find ns all 
murdered, and then how will jou get yoor fares 
— eh?" 

" I go — I go; I will run all the way!" 

"Won't yoa take a gun lo defend yourself 
with ?" 

" Oh no !" cried Pietro, with horror. " No, 
nol" 

Id a few minutes he had vanished among the 
thick woods. 

After stripping the prostrate Italians tbe 
travellers foond themselves in possession of ter- 



rith cartridges, and some other useful 
Four of tliese men were stone-dead. 
They pnlled their bodies in front of their place 
of belter. The wounded men they drew in- 
side, and the Doctor at once attended to then, 
while the others were strengthening the barri- 

"I don't lilie putting these here," said the 
Senator ; "but it'll likely frighten the brigandi', 
or make them delicate about firing at ns. That's 

The horses were secured fast. Then the bag- 
gage was piled all around, and made an ex- 
cellent barricade. With this and the captured 
liSes they felt themselves able to encounter a 
small regiment. 

"Now let them come on," cried the Senator, 
' ' jnst aa soon aa they damn please \ We'll try 
first the European system of banicadea ; and 
if that don't work, then we can fall back on the 
real original, national, patriotic, independent, 
manly, native American, true-blne, and alto- 
gether heniic style!" 

"What is that?" 

The Senator looked at the company, and 
held out bia clenched fist : 

"Why, from behind a tree, in the woods, 
like your glorious forefathers t" 
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A PULL apiece at the brandy-flask resMred 
atrength and freshness to the beleaguered trar- 
cllera, who now, intrenched behind their fortih- 
catJoDs, awaited anj attack vhicb the Italians 
might choose to make. 

"The /-taliane," said the Senator, "are not 
a, powerful race. By no means. Feeble in 
body— no ranscle — no brawn. AboTe all, no 
real pliKk. Buttons, is there a word in their 
language that espressee the exact Heeofi'luclcr" 

"No." 

"Ot garnet" 

"No." 

" Or even ^mnkf" 

"No." 

' ' I thought not, " said the Senator, calmly. 
"They haven't the idee, and can't have the 
word. Now, it would require a rather consid- 
erable crowd to demoli^ as at the present 

"How long will we hare to stay here?" 
asked Mr. Figgt abrnptly. 

" My dear Sir," said Buttons, with more 
q>r[ghtlinesBthan he had shown for many days, 
"be thankful that you are here at all. Well 
get off some time to-day. These fellows are 
watching na, and the moment we start iheyll 
fire on us. We would be a good mark for them 
in the coach. No, we most wait awhile." 

Seated upon the turf, they gave themselves 

up to the pleaung influence that flows from the 

G 



pipe. Is there any thing equal to it? How 
did the ancieota contrive to while away the 
lime without it ? Had they known its eifeets 
how they would have cherished iti We should 
now be gazing apon the ruins of venerable tem- 
ples, reared by adoring votaries to the goddess 
Tahaca. Boys at school would have construed 
passages abont her. Lempriere, Smith, An- 
thon, Drisster, and others would have done 
honor to her. Classic mythology would have 
been full of her presence. Olympian Jove 
would have been presented to ns with this di- 
vinity as bis constant attendant, and a nimbus 
around bis immortal brows of her making. Bac- 
chus would have had a rival, a superior I 

Foots would have told how Tabaca went 
over the world girt in clouds that but set off 
the mora her splendid radiance. We should 
have known bow much Bacchus bad to do with 
TO BoKxc'a i a chapter which nill probably be a 
lost one in the History of Civilization. But 
that he who smokes should drink beer is quite 
indisputable. Whether the beer is to be X, 
XX, XXX; or whether the brewer's name 
should begin with an A, as in Alsopp, and run 
through the whole alphabet, ending with V, as 
in Vassar, may be fairly left to individual con- 
sideration. 

What Dohle poetry, what spirited odas, what 
eloquent words, has not the world lost by the 
ignorance of Greek and Roman touching this 
plant? 

The above remarks wore made by Dick on 
this occasion. Bat Buttons was talking Kith 
the wounded Italians. 
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The Doctor had bound up their woands and 
Battons had favored them with a drop from his 
flask. Dick cut up some tobacco and filled a 
pipe for each. After all, the Italians were not 
fiends. They, had attacked them not from 
malice, bat purely from professional motives. 

Tet, had their enemies been Tedeschi, no 
amount of attention would have overcome their 
sullen hate. But being Americans, gay, easy, 
without malice, in fact kind and rather agreea- 
ble, they softened, yielded altogether, and final- 
ly chatted fiuniliarly with Buttons and Dick. 
They were young, not worse in appearance 
than the majority of men ; perhaps not bad fel- 
lows in their social relations; at any rate, 
rather inclined to be jolly in their present cir- 
cumstances. They were quite free in their ex- 
pressions of admiration for the bravery of their 
captors, and looked with awe upon the Doctor's 
revolver, which was the first they had ever seen. 

In fact, the younger prisoner became quite 
communicative. Thus : 

** I was bom in Velletri. My age is twenty- 
four years. I have never shed blood except 
three times. The first time was in Nami — odd 
place, Nami. My employer was a vine-dresser. 
The season was dry ; the brash caught fire, I 
don't know how, and in five minutes a third of 
the vineyard was consumed to ashes. My em- 
ployer came cursing and raving at me, and 
swore he'd make me work for him till I made 
good the loss. Enraged, I struck him. He 
seized an axe. I drew my stiletto, and — of 
course I had to run away. 

* * The second time was in Naples. The afiair 
was brought about by a woman. Signore, 
women are at the bottom of most crimes that 
men commit. I was in love with her. A Mend 
of mine fell in love with her too. I informed 
him that if he interfered with me I would kill 
him. I told her that if she encouraged him I 
would kill him and her too. I suppose she was 
piqued. Women will get piqued sometimes. 
At any rate she gave him marked encourage- 
ment. I scolded and threatened. No use. 
She told me she was tired of me ; that I was 
too tyrannical. In fact, she dared to turn me 
off and take the other fellow. Maffeo was a 
good fellow. I was sorry for him, but I had to 
keep my word. 

" The third time was only a month ago. I 
robbed a Frenchman, out of pure patriotism — 
the French, you know, are our oppressors — ^and 
kept what I found about him to reward me for 
my gallant act. The Govemment, however, 
did not look upon it in a proper light. They 
sent out a detachment to arrest me. I was 
caught, and by good fortune brought to an inn. 
At night I was bound tightly and shut up in 
the same room with the soldiers. The inn- 
keeper's daughter, a friend of mine, came in 
for something, and by mere chance dropped a 
knife behind me. I got it, cut my cords, and 
when they were all asleep I departed. Before 
going I left the knife behind ; and where now, 
Signore, do you think I left it?" 



**I have no idea.*' 

** You would never guess. You never would 
have thought of it yourself." • 
** Where did yon leave it ?" 
*' In the heart of the Captain." 



CHAPTER XLI. 

FINAL ATTACK OF RBINFQBCEMENTS OF BBIGAITDS. 
— THB DODOE CLUB DEFIES THEM AND BEPBL8 
THEM. — ^HOW TO MAEJB A BABBICADE. — FRA- 
TEBinZATION OF AMEBICAN EAGLE AND OALLIC 

COCK.— thebe's nothing like LEATHEB. 

"It is certainly a singular position for an 
American citizen to be placed in," said the 
Senator. ''To come from a cotton-mill to 
sttch a regular out-and-out piece of fighting as 
this. Yet it seems to me that fighting comes 
natural to the American blood." 

"They've been very quiet for ever so long," 
said Mr. Figgs ; "perhaps they've gone away." 

" I don't believe they have, for two reasons. 
The first is, they are robbers, and want our 
money; the second, they are Italians, and 
want revenge. They won't let us off so easily 
after the drubbing we gave them." 

Thus Buttons, and the others rather coin- 
cided in his opinion. For several miles further 
on the road ran through a dangerous place, 
where men might lurk in ambush, and pick 
them off like so many snipe. They rather en- 
joyed a good fight, but did not care about be- 
ing regularly shot down. So they waited. 

It was three in the afternoon. Fearfully 
hot, too, but not so bad as it might have been. 
High trees sheltered them. They could rami- 
nate under the shade. The only difficulty was 
the want of food. What can a garrison do that 
is ill provided with eatables? The Doctor's 
little store of crackers and cheese was divided 
and eaten. A basket of figs and oranges fol- 
lowed. Still they were hungiy. 

"Well," said Dick, "there's one thing we 
can do if the worst comes to the worst." 

"What's that?*' 

"Go through the forest in Indian file back 
to Peragia." 

"That's all very well," said the Senator, 
stubbornly, "but we're not going back. No, 
Sir, not a step!" 

" I'm tired of this," said Buttons, impatiently, 
"ni go out as scout." 

"I'll go too," said Dick. 

"Don't go far, boys," said the Senator, in 
the tone of an anxious father. 

" No, not very. That hill yonder will be a 
good lookout place." 

" Yes, if you are not seen yourselves." 

" We'll risk that. If we see any signs of 
these scoundrels, and find that they see us, we 
will fire to let you know. If we remain undis- 
covered we will come back quietly." 

" Very well. But I don't like to let you go 
off alone, my boys ; it's too much of an exposure." 

"Nonsense." 
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*^ I haTe a great mind to go too.*' 

''No, no, jovL had better stay to hold onr 
place of retreat. We'll come back, you know." 

" Very well, then." 

The Senator sat himself down again, and 
Buttons and Dick yanished among the trees. 
An hour passed ; the three in the barricade be- 
gan to feel uneasy; the prisoners were asleep 
and snoring. 

'' Hang it," cried the Senator, '' I wish I had 
gone with them !*' 

"Never fear," said the Doctor, "they are 
too nimble to be caught just yet. If they had 
been caught youM have heard a little firing." 

At that very moment the loud report of a 
rifle burst through the air, followed by a sec- 
ond ; upon which a whole volley poured out. 
The three started to their feet. 

" They are found I" cried the Senator. " It's 
about a mile away. Be ready !** 

Mr. Figgs had two rifles by his side, and sat 
looking at the distance with knitted brows. 
He had received some terrific bruises in the 
late mSlde, but was prepared to fight till he 
died. He had said but little through the day. 
He was not talkative. His courage was of a 
quiet order. He felt the solemnity of the oc- 
casion. It was a little different from sitting at 
the head of a Board of bank directors, or shav- 
ing notes in a private office. At the end of 
about ten minates there was a crackling among 
the bushes. Buttons and Dick came tumbling 
down into the road. 

"Get ready! Quick! They're here!" 

" All ready." 

"All loaded?" 

"Yes." 

" We saw them away down the road, behind 
a grove of trees. We couldn't resist, and so 
fired at them. The whole band leaped up 
raving, and saw us, and fired. They then set 
off up the road to this place, thinking that we 
are divided. They're only a few rods away." 

" How many are there of them ?" 

"Fourteen." 

"They must have got some more. There 
were only ten able-bodied, unwounded men 
when they left." 

"Less," said the- Doctor ; " my pistol — " 

" H'st !" 

At this moment they heard the noise of foot- 
steps. A band of armed men came in sight. 
Halting cautiously, they examined the barri- 
cade. Bang! It was the Doctor's revolver. 
Down went one fellow, yelling. The rest were 
frantic. Like fools, they made a ruih at the 
barricade. 

Bang ! a second shot, another wounded. A 
volley was the answer. Like fools, the brigands 
fired against the barricade. No damage was 
done. The barricade was too strong. 

The answer to this was a withering volley 
from the Americans. The bandits reeled, stag- 
gered, fell back, shrieking, groaning, and curs- 
ing. Two men lay dead on the road. The 
others took refuge in the woods. 



For two hours an incessant fire was kept np 
between the bandits in the woods and the 
Americans in their retreat. No damage was 
done on either side. 

" Those fellows tiy so hard they almost de- 
serve to lick us," said the Senator dryly. 

Suddenly there came from afar the piercing 
blast of a trumpet. 

" Hark !" cried Buttons. 

Again. 

A cavalry trumpet I 

"They are horsemen !'* cried Dick, who was 
holding his ear to the ground ; and then added : 
"'Ittttgw jlC liKvn66cjv a/upi tcriyiroc dbara pdX?i€t," 

" Hey ?" cried the Senator ; « water barley ?" 

Again the sound. A dead silence. All list- 
ening. 

And now the tramp of horses was plainly 
heard. The firing had ceased altogether since 
the first blast of the trumpet. The bandits dis- 
appeared. The horsemen drew nearer, and 
were evidently quite numerous. At last they 
burst upon the scene, and the little garrison 
greeted them with a wild hurrah. They were 
French dragoons, about thirty in number. 
Prominent aipong them was Fietro, who at 
first stared wildly around, and then, seeing the 
Americans, gave a cry of joy. 

The travellers now came out into the road, 
and quick and hurried greetings ^were inter- 
changed. The commander of the troop, learn- 
ing that the bandits bad just left, sent off two- 
thirds of his men in pursuit, and remained with 
the rest behind. 

Fietro had a long story to tell of his own do- 
ings. He had wandered through the forest till 
he came to Perugia. The commandant there 
listened to his story, but declined sending any 
of his men to the assistance of the travellers. 
Fietro was in despair. Fortunately a small 
detachment of French cavalry had just arrived 
at Perugia on their way to Rome, and the cap- 
tain was more merciful. The gallant fellow at 
once set out, and, led by Fietro, arrived at the 
place most opportunely. 

It did not take long to get the coach ready 
again. One horse was found to be so badly 
wounded that it had to be killed. The others 
were slightly hurt. The baggage and trunks 
were riddled with bullets. These were once 
more piled up, the wounded prisoners placed 
inside, and the travellers, not being able to get 
in all together, took turns in walking. 

At the next town the prisoners were deliv- 
ered up to the authorities. The travellers cel- 
ebrated their victory by a grand banquet, to 
which they invited the French officer and the 
soldiers, 'who came on with them to this town. 
Uproar prevailed. The Frenchmen were ex- 
uberant in compliments to the gallantry of their 
entertainers. Toasts followed. 

" The Emperor and President !" 

" America and France !" 

" Tricolor and stars !" 

" The two countries intertwined !" 

"A song, Dick !" cried the Senator, who al- 
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iit,ya liked to bear Divk sing. Dick looked 



'>Th«iKubsdiib,diibI 



"Strike up I" 
"What?" 


ilam vu its pntrDii. I'm told , 




"The 'Scoodoo absrook!"' cried Mr Figga. 


Wllh^^que. md with slini-, and witli «hlelil, , 


"No; 'The Old Cow!'" cried Bnttoiu. 


Tho^tathe^Bio(old, 
Wm wm bepin out oI_LziTirait ! 


"'The Pig by the Banks of the Biverl'" 


said the Doctor. 


ICkma.] 


"Dick, don-t," said tbe Senator. " I'll t«Il 


■■ Then L™therl bIdr I*.lli«-, n,y l«flsl 


j-on an appropriate song. These Frenchmen 




Lelieve in France. We belieTe in America. 


Humhl tbemUBoOUBBlikaLeatlierl 


Each one thinks there U nothing like Leather. 


[Extra CAmiM 


Uing 'LeatheT,'then." 


" Rub » dub, dub! 


FlOGB. -J 


BubsdubldiibVllrtritol 


BcTTONs, I "Tee, 'Leather!'" 


The Doctoh. ) 


iir. 


" Then let it be ' Leather,' " said Diet ; and 


be fltruck np tbe following (which may not be 


"^lof'uKS^it^he.in- 


obtained of any of the moric pnblishere), (o a 


WheDce, can jou tea m", urises 


very pecnliar tone : 


arMfullr tufted »iih tBtlher, 


I. 


"IfeRDTjt PBlnnnfmdod;, 
F.thero(Musi(!.iidI*rd. 


Ornei ftom a quiver of—LiATOEB! 




[CAortu.] 




"ThenLwlhwI ring LeUber, my lads 1 


ST«et wen lbs axmdi tbat v«e, 




Swwtl)' they blended togetber : 


Of »ll tbe thinpi under the im. 


Thu<,lDtb<<:g»iirold, ■ 


Hurrah ! there !■ DKblne HkB iMtAw' 


MiHlcsrwe cmt «f_L«iTHraI 


[Exlra CAortM-l 


( ^^ CT«T« 6j/ aU 1A< Omjmwl 


"Rubsclnb.riub! 


"Then Lmlbml elneLMthm! mylsdil 
Uercorjl Haakfl iiiid L«lber:1l 


Rul,a6ub,dubtl 


linbiidul..dub!II W"! 
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All»»dVJrtK,«J^ha; 
Thui the Republic of Leltere 


'^'"™'JT*eu"L.h.rilln, Lather .ny 
Poetry f Science M.nd Lather 
0(»Ulh8 1hinse under the em, 
Unrnh 1 there <> Dothlns like Li 


iBitra C/rortw.] 





CHAPTER XLII. 



FIXMWNCB.- 

Flobebce, the Fair! — Cett«nlj it a the 
fairest of i:it[e8. Beautirul for situation ; tho 
joj of the whole earlh I It baa a beaut; that 
(■rows upon the heart. The Arno is the aweet- 
cst of rivera, its valley the loveliest of rales ; 
luxuriaut mcadowa; rich vineyards; groves of 
olive, of orange, and of chestnut ; forests of cy- 
prsfls ; long lines of mulberry ; the dart pnqile 
of the distant Apennioes ; innainerable while 
villas peeping through the sutiounding groves; 
the mysterioua haze of the sunset, which throws 
a softer charm over the scene ; the magniGcent 
caitie ; the fine horses ; the bewitching girls, 
with their broad hats of Tascan straw; the 
city itself, with its gloomy old pahices, iron- 
grated and massive walled, from the ancient 
holds of streeUflghting nobles, long since paesed 
away, to the severe Etmacan majesty of the 
Piiti Palace ; behold Florence ! 

It is the abode of peace, gentleness, an4 kind- 
ly pleasure (or at any rate it was so when the 
CInb was there). Eveiy stone in its pavement 
has a charm. Other dtiea may please; Flor- 



ence alone can win enduring love. It is one 
of the very few which a man can select us a, per- 
manent home, and never repent of liis decision. 
In fact, it is prohabl; the only city on earth 
which a stranger can lire in and make for him- 
self a true home, so pleasant as to make desire 
for any other simply impossible. 

In Florence there is a large English popula- 
tion, drawn there by two powerful attractions. 
The first is the beauty of the place, with lis 
heallhy climate, its unrivalled collections of art, 
and its connection with the world at large. 
The second is the aatouishiug cheapness of liv- 
ing. Chough, alasl this is greatly cbHnged from 
former times, since Florence has become the 
coital of Italy. Formerly a palace could be 
rented for a trifle, troops of servants for another 
triSe, and the table coald be furnished from 
day to day with rarities and delicacies innumer- 
able for another trifle. It is, therefore, a para- 
dise for [he respectable poor, the needy men of 
intelligence, and perhaps it may be added, for 
the shabby genteel. There is a glorious con- 
gregation of dilettante, literati, savani^ ; a bless- 
ed brotherhood of artists and authors ; here 
gather political philosophers of every grade. 
It was alt Ibis even under the Grand Duke of 
refreshing memory; hereafter it will be the 
same, only, perhaps, a little more so, under the 
new influences which it shall acquire and exert 
as the metropolis of a great kingdom. 

The Florentines are the most polished people 
under the sun. The Paiisians claim this prond 
pre-eminence, but it can not be maintained. 
Amid the brilliancies of Parisian life there are 
fearful memories of bloody revolutions, brntal 
fights, and blood-thirsty cruelties. No such 
events as these mar the fair pages of later Fior- 
entiae history. In fact, the forbearance and 
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gentleness of ihe people hme been perhaps to 
their disadvanlage. Life in Florence ia joy. 
The senaation of liring is of itself a plessnre. 
Life in that deticiona atmosphere becomes a 
higher state of being. Il is (he proper home 
for poets and artists. Those ivho pretend thai 
there is an; thing in America equal to Flor- 
ence, either in climate, landscape, or atmos- 
phere, are aimpl; humbugs. Florence is nniqoe. 
It is the onlj Athena of the modem world. 

The streets are cool and delightfnl. The 
great high bouses keep off the ra;s of the snu. 



The people love to stroll atrny the greater part 
of their happj days. They loiter aronnd the 
comers or under the porticoes gathering nem 
and retailing the same. Hand-organs are gen- 
erally disconnl^naoced. Happy city] 

When it ia too hot in the streets there is the 
vast cathedral — 11 Duamo — dim, shadowy, mag- 
nificent, its gigantic dome surpassed only by 
that of St. Peter's. And yet in the twilight of 
this sacred interior, where there dwells so mncli 
of the mysterions gloom only found in the Gothic 
cathedrals of the north, many find greater de- 







li 
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■THE DODGE CLUB; OR, ITALY IN MDCCCLIX. 




light than in all the dazzling 
Bplendor, the pomp, and glaTj, 
and majesty of the Boman lem- 
ple. Beside it risea the Cam- 
panile, aa bii as a dream, and 
in appearance almost as an- 
snbstantial. Not far off is the 
Baptistery, with its gales of 
bron>e — an assemblage of glory 
which might well suffice for 
one nty. 

Around the piazza that in- 
closes tbeie sacred buildings 
tbey sell the best roasted chest- 
nuts in the world. Is it any 
wonder that Florence is so at- 
tractiTC? 

The Dodge Clnb obtained 
famished apartments in a fine 
large hotel that loolted out on 
the Ponte della Trinila and on 
the Anio. Beneath was the 
principal promBnade in the 
dtj. It was a highly agree- 
able residence. 

No sooner had they arrived 
than Buttons set oat in searcli 
of the Spaniards. Three days 
had been lost on the road. He 
was half afraid that those three 
days had lost him the Span- 
iards altogether. Three days! 
[t was possible that they had 
seen Florence in that time and 
had already left. The thousht 
of this made Buttons feel ex- 
tremely nervous. He spent the 
first day in looking over all the 
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I gle was never more eommal 

The Minister would not lee liini go He 
made him put up ai liia hotel Ho had Ihe 
eal te into the hit.he3t Florentine hOLietj lie 
woold introdueo the Senator eierj where The 
''enator nould have an opportumtj of eeeiDfj 



hotels m (he city The second in Bearcliing 
throngh os mam of the lodging honsea as were 
lihelj to be clio en bj the Spaniards The third 
lie speot in meanderiiiK disconsolately throng! 
the caf^s. Still there were no BignB of tl em 
Upon this Buttons fell into a profound melan 
cholj. In l^ct It was a very hard ca^e There 
seemed nothing left for him to do. Hon could 
he find them oDt? 

Dick noticed the disquietude of his fnend 
and sympathized with him deeply. St he lent 
his aid Rnd searched through the city as nd s 
triously as possible. Yet in spite of every ef 
fort their arduons Inbors were defeated So 
Buttons became hopeless. 

The Senator, however, had raet with fr ends 
The American Minister at Turin happened at 
Ihat time to be in Florence. Him the Senator 
recollected as an old acquaintance, and aiso as 
a tried companion in arms through manv a po 
litieal campaign. The Minister rece v d 1 im 
with themoBtexnberant delight. Dinner vi ne 
feast of reason, flow of soul, interchange of latest 
news, BtorieH of recent adTOntures on both sides 
laoghtcr, compliments, speculations on futare 
party prospects, made the hours of an entire 



Itahai 



such a 



rarely enjoyed The Senator was delighted at 
the idea 

But Mr FigKS and the Doctor be^an lo shoir 
signs of weariness The former walked with 
Diik ihiongh the Btholi ^.ardens ind confided 
nil his houl t) hiB young friend What was the 
use of an elderly man like him pumnjr himself 



jugh of 



inch trouble f He had st 

Italy He didn t want to see a . ... 

would much rather be safi, at homt Besides 
the members of the Club were all soma down 
the broad road that leadeth lo ruin Bullons 
was infatuated about (bote Spaniards The 
Doctor thought that he (Dick) vras involved in 



■ of a 






Lastly Ihe Senator was making a 
society It was too much The nile over the 
Apennines to Bologna might be intereBting for 
two young fellows hke him and Button but 
was unfit for an elderh person Moreover he 
didn t care about going to the seat of war He 
had seen enough of fighiing In short he ami 
the Doctor had made up Ihejr mmds to go had. 
to Pans vm Leghorn and Maiseilles 

Dick remonstrated evfuslulated, conned 
But Mr Fig^,SHas inflexible 
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CHAPTER XLin. 

THE 8BNAT0R ENTRAPPED. — THE WILES AST) 
WITCHERY OP A QUEEN OP SOCIETY. — HIS 
PATE DESTINED TO BE, AS HE THINKS, ITAL- 
IAN COUNTESSES. — SENTIMENTAL CONVERSA- 
TION. — POETRY. — BEAUTY. — MOONLIGHT. — 
RAPTURE. — DISTRACTION. — ^BLISS ! 

The blandishments of Florei^ine society 
might have led captive a sterner soul than that 
of the Senator. Whether he wished it or not, 
he was overcome. His friend, the Minister, 
took him to the houses of the leaders of society, 
and introduced him as an eminent American 
statesman and member of the Senate. 

Could any recommendation be equal to that ? 
For, be it remembered, it was the Revolutionary 
time. Republicanism ran high. America was 
synonymous with the Promised Land. To be a 
statesman in America was as great a dignity as 
to be prince in any empire on earth. Besides, 
it was infinitely more honored, for it was popu- 
lar. The eyes of the struggling people were 
turned to that country which showed them an 
example of republican freedom. 

So if the Florentines received the Senator 
with boundless hospitality, it was because they 
admired his country, and reverenced his dignity. 
They liked to consider- the presence of the 
American Minister and Senator as an expres- 
sion of the good-will of the American Govern- 
ment. They looked ui)on him diplomatically. 
All that he said was listened to with the deep- 
est respect, which was none the less when they 
did not comprehend a word. His pithy sen- 
tences, when translated into Italian, became the 
neatest epigrams in the world. His sugges- 
tions as to the best mode of elevating and en- 
riching the country were considered by one set 
as the profoundest philosophy, and by another 
as the keenest satire. They were determined 
to lionize him. It was a new sensation to the 
Senator. He desired to prolong it. He recall- 
ed the lines of the good Watts : 

*' My willing soal would stay 
Tn saeh a firameaa this.** 

He thought of Dr. Franklin in Paris, of his se- 
vere republicanism amid the aristocratic influ- 
ences around. How like his present situation 
was to that of the august philosopher ! 

The marked attention which the Minister 
paid to the Senator added greatly to the impor- 
tance of the latter. The Florentines reasoned 
thus : A Minister is a great man. As a gen- 
eral thing his travelling countrymen pay respect 
to him. What then must be the position of 
that travelling fellow-countryman who receives 
attention instead of paying it? What would 
the position of an Englishman need to be in 
order to gain the attention of the British Em- 
bassador? Ducal at least. Hence there is 
only one conclusion. An American Senator 
ranks with an English Duke. 

Others went beyond this : Mark the massive 
forehead, the severe eye, the cool, self-possessed 
mien of this American. The air of one accus- 
tomed to rule. Listen to his philosophic con- 



versation. One of America's greatest states- 
men. No doubt he has a certain prospect of 
becoming President. President ! It must lie 
so ; and that accounts for the attention paid by 
the American Embassador. He, of course, 
wishes to be continued in his office under the 
next administration. After all, the Florentines 
were not so far out of the way. A muqh worse 
man than the Senator might be made President. 
In the chapter of accidents his name, or the 
name of one like him, might carry the votes of 
some roaring convention. 

For two or three days the Senator was the 
subject of an eager contest among all the lead- 
ers of society. At length there appeared upon 
the scene the great Yictrix in a thousand con- 
tests such as these. The others fell back dis- 
comfited, and the Senator became her prey. 

The Countess di Nottinero was not exactly a 

• 

Recamier, but she was a remarkably brilliant 
woman, and the acknowledged leader of the 
liberal part of Florentine society. Of course, 
the haughty aristocratic party held themselves 
grandly aloof, and knew nothing either of her 
or the society to which she belonged. 

She was generally known as La Cicci, a nick- 
name given by her enemies, though what '* Cica " 
meant no one could tell exactly. It was a sort 
of contraction made up from her Christian name, 
Cecilia, as some thought ; others thought it was 
the Italian word cica given on account of some 
unknown incident. At any rate, as soon as 
she made her appearance driving down the 
Lungh* Amo, with the massive form of the 
Senator by her side, his fame rose up to its 
zenith. He became more remarked than ever, 
and known among all classes as the illustrious 
American to whom belonged the certainty of 
being next President of the United States. 

Rumor strengthened as it grew. Reports 
were circulated which would certainly have 
amazed the worthy Senator if he had heard 
them all. It was said that he was the special 
Plenipotentiary Extraordinary sent by the Amer- 
ican Government as a mark of their deep sym- 
pathy with the Italian movement, and that he 
was empowered, at the first appearance of a new 
Grovernment in Italy, to recognize it officially 
as a first-class Power, and thus give it the 
mighty sanction of the United States. 

What wonder that all eyes were turned ad- 
miringly toward him wherever he went. Bat 
he was too modest to notice it. He little* knew 
that he was the chief object of interest to every 
house, hotel, and cafe in the city. Yet it was 
a fact. 

His companions lost sight of him for some 
time. They heard the conversation going on 
about the sayings of the great American. They 
did not know at first who it was ; but at length 
concluded that it referred to the Minister from 
Turin. 

La Cica did her part marvellously well. All 
the dilettanti, the artists, authors, political phi- 
losophers, and beaux esprits of every grade fol- 
lowed the example of La Cica, And it is a 
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fact that by the mere force of character, apart 
from any adventitioas aids of refinement, the 
Senator held his own remarkably. Yet it must 
be confessed that he was at times extremely 
puzzled. 

LaCica did not speak the best English in 
the world ; yet that could not account for all 
the singular remarks which she made. Still 
less could it account for the tender interest of 
her manner. She had remarkably bright eyes. 
Why wandered those eyes so often to his, and 
why did they beam with such devotion — beam- 
ing for a moment only to fall in i^weet innocent 
confusion ? La Cica had the most fascinating 
manners, yet they were often perplexing to the 
Senator's soul. The little offices which she re- 
quired of him did not appear in his matter-of- 
fact eyes as strictly prudent. The innate gal- 
lantry which he possessed carried him bravely 
along through much that was bewildering to his 
nerves. Yet he was often in danger of running 
away in terror. 

**The Countess," he thought, "is a most re- 
markable fine woman ; but she does use her eyes 
uncommon, and I do wish she wouldn't be quite 
so demonstrative.'' 

The good Senator had never before encounter- 
ed a thorough woman of the world, and was as 
ignorant as a child of the innumerable little 
harmless arts by which the power of such a one 
is extended and secured. At last the Senator 
came to this conclusion. La Cica was desper- 
ately in love with him. 

She appeared to be a widow. At least she 
had no husband that he had ever seen; and 
therefore to the Senator's mind she must be a 
spinster or a widow. From the general style in 
which she was addressed he concluded that she 
was the latter. Now if the poor Cica was hope- 
lessly in love, it must be stopped at once. For 
he was a married man, and his good lady still 
lived, with a very large family, most of the mem- 
bers of which had grown up. 

La Cica ought to know this. She ought in- 
deed. But let the knowledge be given delicate- 
ly, not abruptly. He confided his little difficulty 
to his friend the Minister. The Minister only 
laughed heartily. 

** But give me your opinion." 

The Minister held his sides, and laughed more 
immoderately than ever. 

*' It's no laughing matter," said the Senator. 
' ' It's serious. I think you might give an opin- 
ion." 

But the Minister declined. A broad grin 
wreathed his face during all the remainder of 
his stay at Florence. In fact, it is said that it 
has remained there ever since. 

The Senator felt indignant, but his course 
was taken. On the following evening they 
walked on the balcony of La Cica*8 noble resi- 
dence. She was sentimental, devoted, charm- 
ing. 

The conversation of a fascinating woman 
does not look so well when reported as it is 
when uttered. Her power is in her tone, her 



glance, her manner. Who can catch the eva- 
nescent beauty of her expression or the deep 
tenderness of her well-modulated voice ? Who 
indeed ? 

"Does ze scene please yon, my Senator?" 

" Very much indeed." 

" Youar countrymen haf tolme zey would like 
to stay here alloway." 

'* It is a beautiful place." 

" Did you aiver see any thin moaire loafely ?" 
And the Countess looked full in his face. 

"Never," said the Senator, earnestly. The 
next instant he blushed. He had been betrayed 
into a compliment. 

The Countess sighed. . 

" Helas I my Senator, that it is not pairmitted 
to moartals to sociate as zey would laike." 

" * Your Senator,' " thought the gentleman 
thus addressed ; " how fond, how tender — poor 
thing I poor thing !" 

" I wish that Italy was nearer to the States," 
said he. 

" How I adamiar youar style of mind, so dif- 
ferente from ze Italiana. You are so strong — 
so nobile. Yet would I laike to see moar of ze 
poetic in you." 

"I always loved poetry, marm," said the 
Senator, desperately. 

"Ah — good — nais — eccelente. I am plees 
at zat," cried the Countess, with much anima- 
tion. " You would loafe it moar eef you knew 
Italiano. Your langua ees not sufficiente musi- 
cale for poatry." 

" It is not so soft a language as the /-talian." 

"Ah — no — not so soft. Very well. And 
what theenka you of ze Italiano ?" 

"The sweetest language I ever heard in all 
my bom days." 

" Ah, now — ^you hev not heard much of ze 
Italiano, my Senator." 

"I have heard yon speak often," said the 
Senator, naively. 

' * Ah, you compliment ! I sot you was aboove 
flattera." 

And the Countess playfully tapped his arm 
with her little fan. 

" What Ingelis poet do you loafe best ?" 

"Poet? English poet ?" said the Senator, 
with some surprise. * ' Oh — why, marm, I think 
Watts is about the best of the lot !" 

"Watt? Was he a poet? I did not know 
zat. He who invented ze stim-injaine? And 
yet if he was a poet it is naturale zat you loafe 
him best." 

"Steam-engine? Oh no! This one was a 
minister." 

" A meeneestaire ? Ah! an abb^? I know 
him not. Yet I haf read mos of all youar poets." 

"He made up hymns, marm, and psalms — 
for instance: 'Watts's Divine Hymns and 
Spiritual Songs.' " 

" Songs ? Spiritnelle ? Ah, I mus at once 
procuaire ze works of Watt, which was favorit 
poet of my Senator." 

" A lady of such intelligence as you would 
like the poet Watts," said the Senator, firmly. 
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" He is the best known hy br of all onr po- 

" What ? better zan Sakespesre, Milloa, Bai- 
ron ? YoD much snrpmsa die." 

"Better known and belter loved Chan the 
whole lot. Why, hia poetry is ktiown bj heart 
tbroii(;h all England and America." 

" Merciful Heaven 1 what yon tell me 1 eea 
eet possbl 1 An yet he ie not known here efen 
by name. It wonld plees me mooch, my Sen- 
ator, to hsire yon make one qaotatione. Know 
yon Watt ? Tell to me eooie words of hia which 
I may remembairc." 

"I have a ahorking bad memory." 

" Bad memora! Ob, bnt you remember eome- 
ihin, ziB mo8 beaatful charm nait — you haf a 
nabile aonl — you mna be affecta by beauty — by 
ze ideal. Moke for a me one qaotatione." 

And ahe rested her little hand on the Sena- 
tor's arm, and looked up imploringlyin hia face. 

The Senator looked foolish. He felt even 
more so. Here waa a beautiral woman, by act 
and look showing a lender intereat in him. 
Perplejcing — bnt very flattering after all. So 
he replied : 



" Ton will not let me refuse you any thini;." 

"Aha I you are vera willin to refuse. It ]:< 
difBcnlty for me to excitare yonar regards. 
You are fill with the grands ideas. Bnt come 
— will yon spik for me some from your favoric 
Watt ?" 

" Well, if you wish it so much," said the 
Senator, kindly, and he hesicated. 

" Ah — I do wia it so much I" 

" Ehem 1" 

" Begin," said the Connteet. " Behold me. 
I listen. I hear everysin, and will remem- 
baire it forava." 

The only thing that the Senator eonld think 
of waa the verae which had been racning in bis 
head for the last few days, its measured rhythm 
keeping time with every occupation : 

" ' My willing soul would stay — ' " 

" Stop one moment," said the Conntess. " I 
weesh to learn it from yon ;" and she looked 
fondly and tenderly up, but instantly dropped 
her ejea. 

" ' Ma nillina sol wooda sia — ' '' 

"In snch a frame as this,'" prompted the 
Senator. 
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** * Een socha framas zees.' Wait — * Ma will- 
ina sol wooda sta in socha framas zees.' Ah, 
appropriat ! but coald I hope zat you were true 
to zose lines, my Senator? Well ?** 

** * And sit and sing herself away,*'* said the 
Senator, in a faltering voice, and breaking out 
into a cold perspiration for fear of commit- 
ting himself by such uncommonly strong lan- 
guage. 

" * Ansit ansin hassaf awai,* " repeated the 
Countess, her face lighting up with a sweetly 
conscious expression. 

The Seniltor paused. 

"Well?" 

"I— ehem! I forget." 

** Forget ? Impossible !" 

" I do really." 

" Ah now ! Forget ? I see by yonar face — 
you desave. Say on." 

The Countess again gently touched his arm 
with both of her little hands, and held it as 
though she would clasp it. 

" Have you fear ? Ah, cruel !" 

The Senator turned pale, but finding refusal 
impossible, boldly finished : 

" * To everlasting bliss ' — there I" 

** *To affarlastin blees thar.' Stop. I re- 
peat it all : * My willina sol wooda sta in socha 
framas zees, ansit ansin hassaf awai to affiirlastin 
blees thar.' Am I right ?" 

"Yes," said the Senator, meekly. 

" I knew you war a poetic sola," said the 
Countess, confidingly. " You air honesto — 
true — you can not desave. When you spik I 
can beliv you. Ah, my Senator ! an you can 
spik zis poetry ! — at soch a taime ! I nefare 
knew befoare zat you was so impassione! — an 
you air so artaful ! You breeng ze confersa- 
zione to beauty — to poatry — to ze poet Watt — 
so yon may spik verses mos impassione ! Ah ! 
what do you mean ? Santissima madre I how 
I wish you spik Italiano." 

The Countess drew nearer to him, but her 
approach only deepened his perplexity. 

" How that poor thing does love me !" sighed 
the Senator. "Law bless it! she can't help 
it — can't help it nohow. She is a goner ; 
and what can I do ? I'll have to leave Flor- 
ence. Oh, why did I quit Buttons I Oh, 
why—" 

The Countess was standing close beside him 
in a tender mood waiting for him to break the 
silence. How could he ? He had been utter- 
ing words which sounded to her like love ; and 
she — " a widow! a wWow ! wretched man that 
lam!" 

There was a pause. The longer it lasted 
the more awkward the Senator felt. What 
upon earth was he to do or say? What busi- 
ness had he to go and quote poetry to widows ? 
What an old fool he must be ! But the Count- 
ess was very far from feeling awkward. As- 
suming an elegant attitude she looked up, her 
face expressing the tenderest solicitude. 

" What ails my Senator ?" 

"Why the fact is, marm — ^I feel sad — at 



leaving Florence. I must go shortly. My wife 
lias written summoning me home. The chil- 
dren are down with the measles." 

Oh, base fabrication! Oh, false Senator! 
There wasn't a word of truth in that remark. 
You spoke 80 because you wished La Cica to 
know that you had a wife and family. Yet it 
was very badly done. 

La Cica changed neither her attitude nor her 
expression. Evidently the existence of his 
wife, and the melancholy situation of his un- 
fortunate children, awaked no sympathy. 

" But, my Senator — did you not say you 
wooda seeng yousellef away to afiarlasteen 
belees ?" 

" Oh, marm, it was a quotation — only a quo- 
tation." 

But at this critical juncture the conversation 
was broken up by the arrival of a number of 
ladies and gentlemen. 

But could the Senator have known ! 

Could he but have known how and where 
those words would confront him again ! 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

"moserb diaooba, non entm in ccelum ad- 
scensurus b8." — the apotheosis op the sen- 
ator (nothing less — it was a moment in 
which a man might wish to die — though, 
op course, the senator didn't die). 

Strolling through the streets day by day 
Buttons and Dick beheld the triumph of the 
Senator. They gazed on it from afar, and in 
amazement saw their old companion suddenly 
lifted up to a position which they could not 
hope to gain. The companion of nobles — the 
associate of beattx esprits — the friend of the 
wealthy, the great, and the proud ; what in the 
world was the cause of this sudden, this unpar- 
alleled leap forward to the very highest point 
of honor ? Who, in the name of goodness, was 
that dashing woman with whom he was always 
driving about? Who were those fair ladies 
with whom he was forever promenading ? Plain- 
ly the chief people of the land ; but how the mis- 
chief did he get among them ? They were be- 
wildered even though the half of the truth had 
not begun to dawn upon their minds. They 
never saw him to ask him about it, and for 
some time only looked upon him from a dis- 
tance. 

"Do you give it up ?" asked Buttons. 

**I give it up." 

" And I too." 

" At any rate the United States might have 
many a worse representative. " 

"But I wonder how he can get along. How 
can he manage to hold his own among these re- 
fined, over-cultivated, fastidious Florentines ?" 

" Groodness knows !" 

" A common school New England education 
can scarcely fit a man for intercourse with pol- 
ished Italians. The granite hills of New Hamp- 
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shire Ijnve never been famous for prodacing 
men of high broedlDg. That is not their spe- 
cialty." 

"Besides, our good friend can not speak a 
single ivord ofanj language but his own." i 

"And frequently fails in that." j 

"He hasn't the remotest glimmering of an 
idea about Art." 

"NotDftbeFine Arts, bat in the useful 



" He looks upon Italy as be would npOD a 
field of stumps — a place to be cleared, broken 
up, brought under culcivation, and made pro- 
ductive." 

"Yea, producliTe in cotton factories and Yan- 

" What in the world can keep np his repnla- 
tion among the most poetic and least utilitari- 
an people in the world?" 

"There's the mystery !" 

"The beauty of it is he goes as much with 
the English as witli the Italians. Can he keep 
up his vernacular among them and slill preserse 
the charm?" 

"Well, whatever ia the secret, I glory in it. 
I believe in him. He is a man. A more no- 
ble-beartcil. aincere, upright, guileless sonl nev- 
er lived. Besides, he knows thoroughly what 
he has gone over. " 

" He is as generous a sonl as ever lived." 

"Tee, a stiff utilitarian in theory, but in 
practice an impnlsive sentimentalist." 

" He nonld legislate according to the most 
narrow and aelGaU principles, but would lay 
down his life for his IHond." 

" Think of him at PemgJa !" 

" Yea ; (he man himself with his brave soul 
and invincible cou^ge. Didn't he fight f Me- 
thinks he didl'' 

"If it hadn't been for him it it extremely 
probable that you and I would now have been 
— well, certainly not just here." 

Talking thus, the two young men walked up 
toward the Falaiio Vecchio. They noticed 
that the busy street Ibroagh which they passed 
was filled with an unusual mnllitude, who were 
all agitated with one general and profound ex- 
citement, and were all hurrying in one direc- 
tion. The sight awakened their interest. They 
went on with the stream. At every step the 
crowd increased. At every street new throngs 
poored in to join the vast mnlliiude. i 

Confused mnrmurg rose into the air. Hasty 
words poised from mouth to month. They 
were anintelligible. They could only distin- 
guish broken sentences — words unknown — Cav- 
riana — Mincio ^- Tedeschi — Napoleone — Spia 
dltatia. What was it all about? Tbey could 
not guess. Evidently some mighty national 
event had occurred, which was of overwhelm- 
ing importance. For the entire city hsd turned '■ 
out, and now, as they entered the great square ! 
in front of Iho Palaizo Vecchio, an astonishing ! 
sight burst upon their view. A vast multitude ' 
filled the sqaare to overflowing. Loud cries 
arose. Slioati of a thousand kinds all blend- 



ing together into one deafening roar, and rising 
on high like the thnnder of a cataract: 

"Vittoriftl" "Vittoria!" " Cavriana !" "I 
Frances! !" "Viva I'ltalial" "Viva Vitiore 
Emmanuele 1 il BostroKel" " Vival" " Viva I .'" 
Vivi ! ! 1" 

Words like these rose all aronnd, mingled 
with thousands of similar exclamations. At 
length there was distinguished one word. It 
was passed from man to man, more frequently 
uttered, gathering as it passed, adding new vol- 
umes of meaning to its own sonorons sound, till 
at last all other words were drowned in that one 
grand word, which to this rejoicing multitude 
was the lyre of glorious victoiy, the promise of 
endless triumphs fir regenerated Italy 

"SOLFEi INO' 




They did not know tl 
tbey listened, the fall meaning of that eloquent 
word. But on mingling with the shouting 
crowd they soon learned it all : how the ac- 
cursed Tedeschi had summoned all their ener- 
gy to crush forever the army of liberty ; how the 
Kaisar himself came from beyond the mount- 
ains to insure his triumph ; how the allied ar- 
mies had msbed upon their massive columns 
and beaten them back ; how, honr after hour, 
(he battle raged, till at last the plain for many 
a leagne was covered with the wounded and the 
dead ; how the wrongs of ages were crowded 
together in the glorious vengeance of that day 
of days ; how Victory hovered over the invinci- 
ble banners of Italy ; how the Tedeschi fled, 
routed, over the river, no more to cross it as 
masters ; how the hopes of Italy arose immortal 
from that one day's terrific slaughter; how Lib- 
erty was now forever secured, and a Kingdom 
of Italy under an Italian King. 

"Viva I'ltalial" " Viva Luigi Napoleone 1" 
"Viva Garibaldi 1" "Viva Vittore Emmann- 
ele. Re d'ltalia!" 

In great moments of popular elcilement peo- 
ple do not talk to one another. They rhap- 
sodize ; and the Italians more than any other 
people. Hence the above. 
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Buttons and Dick clambered ap to the recess 
of a winilow and contemplated the ecene. 
There was the innumerable crowd ; sirajing;, 
embnicinfc, laughing, neeping, Bhoutiug, cheer- 
ing. High in the air wared hnedreda of lian- 
nera ; and the tri-color flaunted in ribhons from 
ihousanda of breasts, or sbo'no in rosettes, or 
gleamed in flowers. Ever and anon lond tmm- 
^let blasts arose trinmphand; on high ,- in tbe 
liistance Tictorious strajos came swelling op 
from bands hurried there to express in thrilling 
music what words could never n(t«r; while all 
around the whole air rang with the thunder of 
cannon tttat saluiad the triomph of Solf^no. 

"Looktherel Look! Look ["cried Dick. 

He pointed to the large portico which is on 
the right of the Palazzo Vecchio. Buttons look- 
ed as lie was directed. 

He saw a great assemblage of ladies and gen- 
rlemen, the chief people of the Tuscan state. 
From this place those announcements had been 
made which had set the people wild with joy. 
There viete beautifnl ladies whose flushed faces 
nnd suffused c;es bore wilncss to their deep 
emotion. There were noble gentlemen whose 
arms still waved in the air as they cheered Tor 
Italy. And there, high above all others, rose 
a ^miliar figure — the massive shoulders, the 
calm, shrewd, sqnare face, the benignant glance 
and smile, which could belong only to one per- 



" Tht Senator!" cried Buttons. 

Every body was looking in that direction. 
The impalsive crowd having celebrated abstract 
ideas, were now absolutely hnngering for some 
tangible object upon which to expend some- 
thing of the warmth of their feelings. A few 
who stood near the Senator and were impressed 
by his aspect, as soon ns all the news had been 
made known, gave expression and direction to 
the feeling by shouting his name. As they 
shouted others took np the cry, loader, louder, 
and louder still, till his name burst fordi in one 
sublime sound from thirty thousand lips. 

No wonder that be started at such an appeal. 
He torned and looked upon the crowd. Ad 
ordinary roan would have exhibited either con- 
fusion or wonder. The Senator, being an ex- 
traordinary man, exhibited neither. As ha turn- 
ed a vast roar hurst from the m ultitude. 

" Good Heavens !" cried Buttons ; " what's in 
the wind now? Will this be a repetition of 
the scene in the Place Vendome?" 

"Hnshl" 

The crowd saw before them the man whose 
name and fiuno had been the subject of conject- 
ure, wonder, applause, and hope for many days. 
They beheld in him the Bepresentative of a 
mighty nation, sent to give them the right band 
of fellowship, and welcome their conmry among 
the great powers of the earth. In him thej 
saw the embodiment of America I 
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** Viva I" burst through the air. " The Amer- 
ican Embassador ! " **■ Hurrah for the American 
Embassador ! " * * The Plenipotentiary Extraor- 
dinary I" "He comes to crown our triumph 1" 
"Hurrah for America I'' "Free, generous 
America!*' "The first nation to welcome It- 
aly!" "Hurrah!" "Thisis the time!*' "He 
will speak !" " Silence ! " " SUence !" " He 
rises!" "Lo!" "He looks at us!" "Si- 
lence !'* "Listen to the Most Illustrious Plen- 
i]x>tentiary Extraordinary!" ^^Hushf Ameb^ 
ICA speaks!" 

Such shouts and exclamations as these burst 
forth, with many others to the same effect. The 
crowd in front of the portico where the Senator 
stood were almost uncontrollable in their ex- 
citement. The Senator rose to the greatness 
of the occasion. Here was a chance to speak — 
to utter forth the deep sympathy of his country- 
men with every down-trodden people striving 
for freedom. He turned to face them and held 
out his hand. At once the immense assem- 
blage was hushed to silence. 

The Senator took off his hat. Never before 
did he look as he looked now. The grandeur 
of the occasion had sublimed his usually- rugged 
features into majesty. He looked like the in- 
carnation of a strong, vigorous, invincible peo- 
ple. 

The Senator spoke : 
"Men of Italy! 

"In the name of the Great Republic! — ^I 
congratulate you on this glorious victory ! It 
is a triumph of Liberty ! — of the principles of 
*76! — of the immortal idees! — for which our 
forefathers fought and died! — at Lexington! 
— at Bunker Hill! — and at a thousand other 
places in the great and glorious Revolution!" 

The Senator paused. This was enough. It 
had been spoken in English. The Italians did 
not of course understand a word, yet they com- 
prehended all his meaning. As he paused there 
burst forth a shout of joy such as is heard only 
once in a life-time ; shout upon shout. The long 
peals of sound rose up and spread far away over 
the city. The vast crowd vibrated like one man 
to the impulse of the common enthusiasm. 

It was too great to last. They rushed to the 
carriage of La Qica, They unharnessed the 
horses. They led the Senator to it and made 
him enter. They flung their tri-colors in. They 
threw flowers on his lap. They wound the flag 
of Italy around the carriage. A thousand marched 
before it. Thousands more walked beside and 
behind. They drew him up to his hotel in tri- 
umph, and the band struck up the thrilling strain 
of "Yankee Doodle!" 

It would be unfair not to render justice to Im 
Cica. She bore the scene admirably. Her 
beaming face, and lustrous eyes, and heaving 
bosom, and majestic air, showed that she ap- \ 
propriated to herself all the honor thus lavished 
upon the Senator. It was a proud moment for 
La Cica, 

" Dick, '* said Buttons, as they descended 
from their perch. 



"Well?" 

" How do you feel now ?" 

"Obliterated. I do not exist. I was once 
a blot. I am expunged. Th^re is no such thing 
as Dick." 

" Who could have imagined this ?" 

"And how he bore it! The Senator is a 
great man! But come. Don't let us speak 
for an hour, for we are both unable to talk co- 
herently." 

From patriotic motives the two young men 
walked behind the Senator's carriage and cheer- 
ed all the way. 

Upon arriving at their lodgings in the even- 
ing they stationed themselves' at the window 
and looked out upon the illuminated scene. 
Dick, finding his emotions too strong to be re- 
strained, took his trombone and entertained a 
great crowd for hours with all the national airs 
that he knew. 



CHAPTER XLV. 

THE PBIVATB OPINION OP THE DOCTOR ABOUT 
FOREIGN TRAVEL.— BUTTONS STILL MEETS WITH 
AFFLICTIONS. 

" The Italians, or at any rate the people of 
Florence, have just about as much cuteness as 
you will find anywher^." 

Such was the dictum of the Senator in a con- 
versation with his companions after rejoining 
them at the hotel. They had much to ask; 
he, much to tell. Never had he been more 
critical, more approbative. He felt now that 
he thoroughly understood the Italian question, 
and expressed himself in accordance with this 
consciousness. 

"Nothing does a feller so much good," said 
he, "as mixing in all grades of society. It 
won't ever do to confine our observation to the 
lower classes. We must mingle with the upper- 
crust, who are the leaders of the people." 

"Unfortunately," said Buttons, "we are not 
all Senators, so wo'have to do the best we can 
with our limited opportunities." 

They Had been in Florence long enough, and 
now the general desire was to go on. Mr. Figgs 
and the Doctor had greatly surprised the Senator 
by informing him that they did not intend to go 
any further. 

And why not ? 

■ "Well, for my own part," said Mr. Figgs, 
" the discomforts of travel are altogether too 
great. It would not be so bad in the winter, 
but think how horribly hot it is. What is my 
condition ? That of a man slowly suffocating. 
Think how fat I am. Even if I had the en- 
thusiasm of Dick, or the fun of Buttons, my fat 
would force me to leave. Can you pretend to 
be a friend of mine and still urge me to go fur- 
ther ? And suppose we passed over into the Aus- 
trian territory. Perhaps we might be unmolesr- 
ed, but it is doubtful. Suppose, for the sake 
of argument, that we were arrested and de- 
tained. Imagine us — imagine me — shut up in 
a room— or worse, a cell — in the month of July, 
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Some one has been hnmbngging jou, Doc- 
tor said BnltoDS. 

I bad it from good tnthority," said the 
Doctor calmly. " These fellows call thetn- 
selvee IteToIutionisls, and the peasaalry sympa- 
tbize with them." 

' Well, if we meet with them there will be ft 
little adiliiJonal excitemeDl." 

Yes, and the loss of onr watches end mon- 
ey 

We can carrj our monej where they won't 
find It and our bills of exchange are all right, 

* I think none of you will accuse me of want 
of courage. If I met these fellows }ou know 
very well that I would go in for fiyhiing tham. 
But what I do object to is the infernal Iwther of 
bemg slopped, detained, or perhaps sent back. 
I hen if any of us got wounded we would be laid 
up for a month or so. That's what I object 10. 
If I had to do it it would be ditferent, but I see 



necessity. 
You surely wan 


ttoseeLombaniy? 


N 0,1 don't." 




Not Bologna?" 




No" 




Feirarar 




Ho" 




Do you mean t 


say that you don't 



in midsummer in the hottest part of this bom- 
ing fiery fnrrace of a country 1 Vi hat would 
be left of me at the end of a week or at the 
end of even one day? What? A grease 
spot I A grease spot 1 Not a bit more by 
JmROl 

After this speech which was for him one of 
extraordinary length and vigor Mr Figgs fell 
exhausted into his chair. 

" But yon. Doctor," said the Senator, teeing 
that Mr. Figgs waa beyond the reach of persoa- 
eion — " yoa — what reason is there for yon to 
leave ? Yon are yonng, Strang, and certainly 
not fat.- 

" No, thank heaven I it is not the heat, or 
the fear of being suffocated In an Austriaa dun- 
geon, that influences me." 

" What, then, is the reason 7" 

"These confounded disturbances,'' said the 
Doctor languidly. 

" Disturbances ?" 

" Yes. I hear that the road between this 
and Bologna swarms with vagabonds. Several 
diligences have been robbed. I heard a story 
which shows this state of things. A band of 
men entered the theatre of a smail town along 
the road while ^ inhabitants were witnessing 
the play. At first the spectators thought it was 
part of the performance. They were soon un- 
deceived. The men drew up in line in front of 
the stage andlevelled their pieces. Then fasten- 
ing the doors, tbey sent a number of men around 
throngh the house to plunder the whole audience. 
Not content with this they made the authorities 
of the town pay a heavy raasom." 



see Venice and Milan ?'' 

' Haven't the remotest desire to see either 
of the places. I merely wish to get back again 
to Pans. It's about the best place Tve seen yet, 
except, of coarse, ray native city, Philadelphia. 
That I think is without an equal. However, 
onr minds are made up. We don't wish to 
change your plana — in fact, we never thought it 
possible We are going to take the steamer at 
Leghorn for Marseilles, and go on to Paris." 

Well, Doctor," said Dick, " will yon do mo 
one favor before you go ?" 

" With pleasure. What U it?" 

" Sell me yonr pistol." 

" I can't lell it," said the Doctor. " It was 
a present to me. But I will be happy to lend 
it to you till we meet again in Paris. We will 
be sure to meet there in a conple of months at 
the furthest.'' 

The Doctor took out his pistol and handed 
it to Dick, who thankfnll}' received it. 

" Oh, Buttons," said the Senator, suddenly, 
"I have good news for you. I ought to have 
told yoa before." 

"Good news? what?" 

" I saw the Spaniards." 

"The Spaniards]" ctied Buttons, eagerly, 
starting np. " Where did yon see them ? 
When ? Where are they ? I have scoured the 

"I saw them at a very crowded assenibly at 
the Countess's. There was such a scronginc 
that I could not get near them. Tho three were 
there. The little Don and his two sisters." 

" And don't you know any thing about 
them ?" 

" Not ■ hooter, except something that the 
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Coantest tolil me. I Ihink the eaid that they 
were etajing at the villa of a Iricni] of bers." 

"A friend? Oh, confound it aLJ What 
shall I do?" 

"Tbe villa is out of town." 

"That's the reason why 1 never could see 
tliem. Confound it all, what aball I do f " 

" ButtAOs, " said Che Senator, Kravely, " I am 
Croly sorry to see a joung man like yoii so in- 
fatuated about foreign women. Do not be of- 
funded, I mean it kindly. She may he a Jesuit 
in disguise; vho knows? And wb; will joa 
)jut yourself to grief about a little black-eyed 
gal that don't know a word of English? Be- 
lieve me, New England is wide, and has ten 
tbooiand better gals than ever she began to be. 
If jou will get in love wait till yon get home 
and fell in love like a Christian, a Bepnblican, 
and a Man." 

Bnt the Senator's words had no efi^ct. Bat- 
tons sat for a few moments lost in thongblt' At 
length he rose and quietly left tbe room. It 
was about nine in the morning when he left. 
It was about nine in the evening when he re- 
lumed. He looked dusty, fatigued, fagged, 
and dejected. He had a long story to tell, and 

it was this : On leaving the hotel he had gone 
at once to Ijo CXca't residence, and had re- 
quested permission to see her. He could not 
tbl twelve. He wandered about and called 
again at that hour. She was very amiable, 
especially on learning that he was a Mend of 
the Senator, al^er whom she asked with deep in- 
terest. Nothing could exceed her affabiliij. 



She told him all that she knew abont tbe Span- 
iards. They were slopping at the villa of a 
certain friend of hen whom she aamiHl. It was 
ten mites from the city. The fricod had 
brought tbem to the assembly. It was bnt for 
a moment that she had seen them. She wished 
for bis sake that she had learned more about 
them. She trusted that he would sncceed in 
his earnest search. She should think that (hey 
might still be in Florence, and if he went out 
at once he might see them. Was this his first 
visit to Florence? How perfectly he had the 
Tuscan accent; and why had he not aecom- 
panied bia friend the Senator to her salon? 
Bnt it would bo impossible lo repeat all that La 
aca said. 

Buttons went oot to the villa at once; bat 
to his extreme disgust found that the Spaniards 
had left on the preceding day for Bologna. He 
drove about the country for some distance, rest- 
ed his horses, and took a long walk, after which 
he returned. 

Their departure for Bologna on the following 
mcming was a settled thing. The diligence 
started early. They had pity on the flesh of 
riggs and the Spirit of the Doctor. So they 
bade them good-bye on the evening before retir- 
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The great beauty of this 
p Btol is a little improvement 
that I have not seen before." 

And Dick proceeded to ex- 
plan 

Here is the chamber with 
the six cavities loaded. Now, 
yon see, when yon wish, yon 
touch this spring and out pops 
the butt." . 

Well?" 

Very well. Here I have 
another chamber with six car- 
tridges. It's loaded, the car- 
tridges are covered with copper 
and have detonating powder at 
one end. As quick as light- 
n ng I put this on, and there yoo 
ha e the pistol ready to he fired 
aga n six times." 

So you have twelve shots?" 

Yes." 

And cartridges to spare?" 

The Doctor gave me all that 
he had, about sixty, I should 
think " 

"Yon have enough. to &ce a 
whole army — " 

"FrecUoly — and in ray coat- 

This conversation took plaeo 
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in the banquette of the diligence that convejed 
Dick, Buttons, and the Senator from Florence 
to Bologna. A long part of the joumej had 
been passed over. They were among the 
mountains. 

''Do you expect to use that ?" asked the Sen- 
ator, carelessly. 

"I do.'' 

"You believe these stories then?** 

**Ye8; don't you?" 

" Certainly." 

" So do I," said Buttons. "I could not get 
a pistol ; but I got this from an acquaintance." 

And he drew from his pocket an enormous 
bowie-knife. 

"Bowie-knives are no good," said the Sena- 
tor. " Perhaps they may do if you want to as- 
sassinate; but for nothing else. Yon can't 
defend yourself. I never liked it. It's not 
American. It's not the direct result of our free 
institutions." 

"What have you then? You are not going 
unarmed." 

"This," said the Senator. 

And he lifted up a crow-bar from the front 
of the coach. Brandishing it in the air as eas- 
ily as an ordinary man would swing a walk- 
ing-stick, he looked calmly at his astonished 
companions. 

"You see," said he, "there are several 
reasons why this sort of thing is the best weapon 
for me. A short knife is no use. A sword is 
no good, for I don't know the sword exer- 
cise. A gun is worthless; I would fire it 
oif once and then have to use it as a club. It 
would then be apt to break. That would be dis- 
agreeable—especially in the middle of a fight. 
A stick or club of any kind would be open to 
the same objection. What, then, is the weapon 
for me ? Look at me. I am big, strong, and 
active. I have no skill. " I am brute strength. 
So a club is my only weapon — a club that 
won't break. Say iron, then. There you have 
it." 

And the Senator swung the ponderous bar 
around in a way that showed the wisdom Of his 
choice. 

"You are about right," said Buttons. "I 
venture to say you'll do as much mischief with 
that as Dick will with his pistol. Perhaps 
more. As for me, I don't expect to do much. 
Still, if the worst comes, I'll try to do what I 



can. 



M 



"We may not have to use them," said the 
Senator. * ' Who are below ?" 

"Below?" 

"In the coach?" 

"Italians." 

"Women?" 

" No, all men. Two priests, three shop-keep- 
er-looking persons, and a soldier." 

" Ah I Why, we ought to be comparatively 
safe." 

" Oh, our number is not any thing. The 
country is in a state of anarphy. Miserable 
devils of half-starved Italians swarm along the 



road, and they will try to make hay while the 
sun shines. I have no doubt we will be stopped 
half a dozen times before we get to Bologna." 
V "I should think," said the Senator, indig- 
nantly, " that if these chaps undertake to gov- 
ern the country — these republican chaps — they 
had ought to govern it. What kind of a way 
is this to leave helpless travellers at the mercy 
of cut-throats and assassins ?** 

"They think," said Buttons, "that their first 
duty is to secure independence, and after that 
they will promote order." 

" The Florentines are a fine people — a people 
of remarkable 'cuteness and penetration ; but it 
seems to me that they are taking things easy as 
far as fighting is concerned. They don't send 
their soldiers to the war, do they ?" 

" Well, no ; I suppose they think their army 
may be needed nearer home. The Grand Dake 
has long arms yet; and knows how to bribe." 

By this time they were among the mountain 
forests where the scenery was grander, the air 
cooler, the sky darker, than before. It was 
late in the day, and every mile increased the 
wildness of the landscape and the thickness of 
the gloom. Further and further, on they went 
till at last they came to a winding-place where 
the road ended at a gully over which there was 
a bridge. On the bridge was a barricade. 
They did not see it until they had made a turn 
where the road wound, where at once the scene 
burst on their view. 

The leaders reared, the postillions swore, the 
driver snapped his whip furiously. The pas- 
sengers in "coup^," "rotonde," and " interi- 
eure " popped out their heads, the passengers on 
the " banquette" stared, until at last, just as the 
postillions were dismounting to reconnoitre, 
twelve figures rose up from behind the barricade, 
indistinct in the gloom, and bringing their 
rifles to their shoulders took aim. 

The driver yelled, the postillions shouted, 
the passengers shrieked. The three men in the 
banquette prepared for a fight. Suddenly a 
loud voice was heard from behind. They 
looked. A number of men stood there, and 
several moi;e were leaping out from the thick 
woods on the right. They were surrounded. 
At length one of the men came forward from be- 
hind. 

"You are at our mercy," said he. "Who- 
ever gives up his money may go free. Who- 
ever resists dies. Do you hear ?" 

Meanwhile the three men in the banquette 
had piled some trunks around, and prepared to 
resist till the last extremity. Dick was to fire ; 
Buttons to keep each spare butt loaded ; the 
Senator to use his crow-bar on the heads of any 
assailants. They waited in silence. They 
heard the brigands rummaging through the 
coach below, the prayers of the passengers, 
their appeals-for pity, their groans at being com- 
pelled to give up every thing. 

"The cowards don't deserve pity I" cried the 
Senator. " There are enough to get up a good 
resistance. We'll show fight, anyhow I" 
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Scarcely had he gpoke when three or four 
heads appeared above the eSffi OC the coach. 

" Haste 1 — jour monej 1" said one. 

" Stopl" laid Battens. " This gentleman 
ia the American Plenipotentiary Exlrnordinarj, 
who has jitat come from Florence, and ia oa hi> 
waj to communicate with Garibaldi." 

"Garibaldi!" cried the man, in a lone of 
deep respect, 

" Yes," said Buttons, who hod not miscalcn- 
lated the effect of that might; name. "If /on 
harm U3 or plunder aa jon will bare to settle 
yoar account with Garibaldi — tbat'e alii" 

The man was ailent. Then he leaped down, 
and in another moment another man came. 

"Which is the American Plenipotentiary 
Extraordinary F" 

" He," said Buttons, pointingto the Senator. 

"Ah t I know him. It ia the same. I saw 
him at hij reception in Florence, and helped to 
pull his carriage. " 

The Senator calmly eyed the brigand, who 
had respectfully taken off hia hat. 

" So yon are going to commaDicale with 
Garibaldi at once. Go in peace 1 Gentlemen, 
every oneof nsfongbt under Garibaldi at Borne. 
Ten years ago he disbanded a large nnmber of 
a» among these mountains. I hare the honor to 
inform jon that ever since that time I have got 
my liring out of the public, especially those in 
the service of the Government. Yon aredififer- 
enl. I like yon becanse you are Americana. I 
li^e you sdll better becanse you are frienda of 
GaribaldL Go in peace ! When yoa see the 
General tell him Ginglio Malvi sends hia re- 

And the man left them. In abont a quarter 
of an hour the barricade was removed, and the 
passcDgsn resumed their seats with lighter 
pursea bat heavier hearts. The diligence start- 
ed, and once more went thundering along the 

" I don't believe we've seen the last of these 

scoundrels yet," said Buttons. I 

" Nor I," said Dick. \ 



A general conversation followed. It was 
late, and bnt few things were viaible along the 
rood. About two hours passed away without 

"Look!" cried Dick, suddenly. 

They looked. Abont a quarter of a mile 
ahead a deep red glow arose above the forest, 
illnmining the aky. The windings of the road 
prevented them from seeing the cause of it. 
The driver was startled, bnt evidently thought 
it was no more dangerous to go on than to stop. 
So he lashed up hia horses and set them off at 
a furious gallop. Thernmble of the ponderous 
wheels shut out all other aonnds. As they ad- 
vanced the light grew more vivid. 

" I shouldn't wonder," said the Senator, " if 
we have another barricade here. Be ready, 
boys ! We won't get off so easily this time." 

The other two said not a word. On, and on. 
The report of a gun suddenly roused all. The 
driver lashed his horses. The postillions took 
the butts of their riding-whips and pelted the 
animals. The road took a tun, and, pKuog 
this, a strange scene burst npoD their aight. 

A wide, open apace on the road-aide, a col- 
lection of beams across the road, the shadowy 
forms of aboDt thirty men, and the whole scene 
dimly lighted by a smouldering fire. As it 
blazed up a little the smoke rolled off and tiiey 
saw an Overturned carriage, two horses tied to 
a tree, and two men with their hands bound 
behind them lying on the ground. 

A voice rang oat through the stillness which 
for a moment followed the sudden stoppage of 
the coach at the barrier. There came a wail 
from the frightened passengers within — cries 
for mercy — piteous entreaties. 

"Silence, foolat" roared the same voice, 
which seemed to be that of the leader. 

Wait ! wait !" said the Senator to his com. 
ona. " Let me give the word." 
crowd of men advanced to the dilligence, 
as they left the fire Buttons saw three fig- 
left behind— two women and a man. They 
not move. But suddenly a laud shriek 
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baist from one of the womea At the ehnek 
BittloDB trembled. 

"TheSpaaiardBl Itis! I know the voce] 

In an inatant Buttons n-as do n on the 
ground and in the midst of ibe crowd of br g 
undawho surrounded the couch 

Banglbani^l bmgl It waai ot Che gunsof 
the brigands, but Dick's pistol that now spoke 
iind ita report was the signal of dea h to three 
men who rolled upon the ground Q the r last 
agonies. As Che third report burst forth Cbc 
Senator hurled himself down upon the hea U 
of those below. The action of Buttons bad 
broken up all their plans, rendered parlev m 
possible, and left nothing for them o do but to 
follow him and sbtb him. The bnganda rusl od 
at them with a jell of fur^r. 

" Death to them 1 Death to them all No 
quarter [" 

" Help I" cried Buttons. " Passengers, we 
are armed 1 We can sbto ourselves !" 

But tbe passengers, having already lost their 
money, now feaied to lose their lives Not one 
responded. All about the coach the scene be- 
came one of terrible contiiBion Guns were 
fired, blows fell in every direction The dark 
□ess, but faintly illuminated by the fitful hre 
light, prevented ibe brigands from d slinguisb 
ing their enemies very clearlv — ■a. circumstance 
which favored the Utile band of Americans 

The brigands lired at the coach, and tried to 
break open the doors. Inside the coach the 
passengers, frantic with fear, sought to make 
their voices heard amid the uproar. They beg- 
ged for mercy ; they declared they had no 
money J they had already been robbed; they 
would give all that was left ; they would sur- 
render if only their lives were spared. 

"And, oh I good Americans, yield, yield, or 

' ' Americans ?" screamed several passionate 
voices. ' ' Death to the Americans 1 Death to 
all foceignersl" 

These bandits were unlike the last. 

Seated in the banquette Dick surveyed the 
scene, while himself concealed from view. 
Calmly he picked out man after man and lired. 
As they tried to climb np the diligence, oi to 
force open the door, they fell back howling. 
One man had t^e door partly broken open by 
furioQs blows with the butt of his gun. Dick 
tired. The ba!l entered his arm. He shrieked 
with rage. With his other arm he seized his 
gun, and again his blows fell crashing. In an- 
other instant a ball passed into tiis brain. 

"Two shots wasted on one man! Too 
much 1" muttered Dick ; and taking aim again 
he fired at a fellow who was just leaping np tbe . 
other side. Tbe wretch fell curnng. | 

Again I again 1 again I Swiftly Dick's shots 
flashed around. Ue had now but one left in 
his pistol. Hurriedly he filled the spare cham- 
ber with six cartridges, and taking out the oth- 
er he filled it and placed it in again. He looked 




There was the Senator. Mopb than twenty 
men surrounded him, firing, swearing, striking, 
shrieking, rushing forward, trying to tear him 
from his post. For he had planted himself 
against Che fore-part of the diligence, and the 
mighty arm whose strength had been so proved 
aC Perugia was now descending again with ir> 
resistible forces upon tbe heads of his assailants. 
All this was the work of but a few minutes. 
Baltons coutd not be seen. Dick's prepara- 
tions were made. For a moment be waited for 
a favorable chance to get down. He conld not 
stay up there any longer. He must stand by 
the Senator. 

There stood the Senator, his giant form tower- 
ing up amidst the mel^e, his muscular arms 
wielding the enormous iron bar, his astonishing 
strength increased tenfold by the excitement of 
Che fight. He never spoke a word. 

One after another the brigands went down 
before the awful descent of that iron bar. They 
clung together ; they yelled in fury ; they threw 
themselves en masse against the Senator. He 
met them as a rock meets a hundred waves. 
The remorseless iron bar fell only with redoubled 
fury. They raised their clubbed muskets in 
the air and struck at him. One sweep of the 
bar and the muskets were dashed out of 
their hands, broken or bent, to tbe ground. 
They fired, hut from their wild excitement their 
aim was useless. In tbe darkness they struck 
at one another. One by one the number of 
his assailants lessened — they grew mora furious 
bot less bold. Thay fell back a little ; but the 
Senator advanced as they retired, guarding his 
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own retreat, bat still swinging hig iron bar with 
iindiminislied strength. The prostrate forms 
of a dozen men laj aronnd. Again the; rashed 
at him. The voice of their leader encouraged 
them and shamed their fears. He was a stoat, 
powerful man, armed with a knife and a gun. 

" Cowards f kill this one I This is die one ! 
All the rest will yield if we kill him. For- 

That moment Dick leaped to the ground. 
The next instant the brigands leaped upon 
them. The two were lost in the crowd. 

Twelve reports, one after the other, rang into 
the air. Dick did not fire till the mnzzle of 
his pistol was agunst his enemj's breast. The 
darkness, now deeper than ever, prevented him 
from being distinctly seen bj the furious crowd, 
who thonght only of the Senator. But now the 
fire shooting up brightly at the sudden breath 
of a strong wind threw a larid light upon the 

There stood Dick, hil clothes torn, his face 
covered with blood, his last charge gone. There 
stood the Senator, bis face blackened with smoke 
and d^s^ and red with blood, his colossal form 
erect, and still the ponderous bar swung on high 
to fall as t«rribl; as ever. Before him were 
eight men. Dick saw it all in an instant. He 
screamed to the passengers in the diligence : 

"There are only eight left! Come! Help 
us take them prisoners 1 Haste I" 

The cowards in the diligence saw how things 
were. They plucked up courage, and at the 
call of Dick jumped out. The leader of the 
brigands was before Dick with uplifted rifle. 
Dick flung his pistol at his head. The brigand 
drew back and felled Dick senseless to the 
ground. The next moment the Senator's arm 
descended, and, with his head broken by the 
blow, the robber fell dead. 

As though the fall of Dick had given him 
fresh fury, the Senator sprang after the others. 
Blow after blow felL They were struck down 
helplessly as they ran. At this moment the 
pateengera, tnatching np the arms of the pros- 



trale bandits, assaulted those who yet remained. 
Thej fled. The Senator pursued— long enough 
W give each one a parting blow hard enough to 
make him remember it for a month. When he 
returned the passengers were gathering around 
the coach, with the driver and postillions, who 
had thus far hidden themselves, and were eager- 
ly looking at the dead. 

" Off!" cried the Senator, in an awful voice — 
' ' Off ! yon white-livered sneaks 1 . Let me find 
my two boys!" 



CHAPTER XL VII. 



The Senator searched long and anxionslj 
among the latlen bandits for those whom he af- 
fectionately called his " boys." Dick was first 
found. He was senseless. 

The Senator carried him to the fire. He saw 
two ladies and a gentleman standing there. 
Hurriedly he called on Lhem and pointed lo 
Dick. The gentleman raised his arms. They 
were bound tightly. The ladies also were se- 
cured in a similar manner. The Senator quick- 
ly cnl the cords from the gentleman, who in his 
turn snatched the knife and freed the ladies, 
and then went to care for Dick. 

The Senator then ran back to seek for But* 

The gentleman flang a quantity of dry brush 
on the fire, which at once blazed up and threw 
a bright light over the scene. Meanwhile the 
passengers were looking anxiously around as 
though thay dreaded a new attack. Soine of 
them had been woanded inside the coach and 









sing. 



The Senator searched for a long time in vain. 
At lost at the bottom of a heap of fallen brig- 
ands, whom the Senator had knocked over, he 
found Buttons. His 'face and clothes were 
covered with blood, his forehead was blackened 
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as thoagh by an explosion, his arm was broken 
and hung loosely as the Senator lifted him up. 
For a moment he thought that it was all over 
with him. 

He carried him toward the fire. The ap- 
pearance of the yonng man was terrible. He 
beckoned to one of the ladies. The lady ap- 
proached. One look at the young man and 
the next instant, with a heart-rending moan, 
she flang herself on her knees by his side. 

"The Spaniard T' said the Senator, recog- 
nizing her for the first time. ''Ah! he'll be 
taken care of then.*' 

There was a brook near by, and he hurried 
there for water. There was nothing to carry it 
in, so he took his beaver hat and filled it. Re- 
turning, he dashed it vigorously in Battons*s 
face. A faint sigh, a gasp, and the young man 
feebly opened his eyes. Intense pain forced a 
groan from him. In the hasty glance that he 
threw around he saw the face of Ida Francia as 
she bent over him bathing his brow, her face 
pale as death, her hand trembling, and her 
eyes filled with tears. The sight seemed to 
alleviate his pain. A faint smile crossed his 
lips. He half raised himself toward her. 

" I've found you at last,** he said, and that 
was all. 

At this abrupt address a burning flush passed 
over the face and neck of the young girl. She 
bent down her head. Her tears flowed faster 
than ever. 

"Don't speak," she said; "you are in too 
much pain." 

She was right, for the next moment Buttons 
fell back exhausted. 

The Senator drew a flask from his pocket and 
motioned to the young girl to give some to But- 
tons ; and then, thinking that the attention of 
the Senorita would be far better than his, he 
hurried away to Dick. 

So well had he been treated by the Don 
(whom the reader has of course already recog- 
nized) that he was now sitting up, leaning 
against the driver of the diligence, who was mak- 
ing amends for his cowardice during the fight 
by kind attention to Dick after it was over. 

**My dear boy, I saw you had no bones 
broken, ''said the Senator, " and knew you were 
all right; so I devoted my first attention to 
Buttons. How do you feel ?" 

"Better," said Dick, pressing the honest 
hand which the Senator held out. "Better; 
Jbut how is Buttons ?" 

"Recovering. But he is terribly bruised, 
and his arm is broken." 

"His arm broken! Poor Buttons, whatll 
he do?" 

" Well, my boy, I'll try what /can do. I've 
sot an arm before now. In our region a neces- 
sary part of a good education was settin' bones." 

Dick was wounded in several places. Leav- 
ing the Don to attend to him the Senator took 
his knife and hurriedly made some splints. 
Then getting his valise, he tore up two or three 
of his shirts. Armed with these he returned to 



Buttons. The Sefiorita saw the preparations, 
and, weeping bitterly, she retired. 

"Your arm is broken, my poor lad," said the 
Senator. " Will you let me fix it for you ? I 
can do it." 

" Can you ? Oh, then, I am all right I I 
was aCraid I would have to wait till I got to 
Bologna." 

"It would be a pretty bad arm by the time 
you got there, I-guess, " said the Senator. " But 
come — no time must be lost." 

His simple preparations were soon made. 
Buttons saw that he knew what he was about. 
A few moments of excessive pain, which forceti 
ill-suppressed moans from the sufierer, and the 
work was done. 

After taking a sip from the flask both But- 
tons and Dick felt very much stronger. On 
questioning the driver they found that Bologna 
was not more than twenty miles away. The 
passengers were busily engaged in removing 
the barricade. It was decided that an imme- 
diate departure was absolutely necessary. At 
the suggestion of Dick, the driver, postillions, 
and passengers armed themselves with guns of 
the fallen brigands. 

The severest wound which Dick had was on 
his head, which had been almost laid open by 
a terrific blow from the gun of the robber chief! 
He had also wounds on difierent parts of his 
body. Buttons had more. These the Senator 
bound up with such skill that he declared him- 
self ready to resume his journey. Upon this 
the Don insisted on taking him into his own 
carriage. Buttons did not refuse. 

At length they all started, the diligence 
ahead, the Don following. On the way the 
Don told Buttons how he had fared on the 
road. He had left Florence in a hired carriage 
the day before the diligence had left. He had 
heard nothing of the dangers of the road, and 
suspected nothing. Shortly after entering the 
mountain district they had been stopped and 
robbed of all their money. Still he kept on, 
thinking that there was no further danger. To 
his horror they were stopped again at the bridge, 
where the brigands, vexed at not getting any 
money, took all their baggage and let them go. 
They went on fearfully, every moment dread- 
ing some new misadventure. At length their 
worst fears were realized. At the place where 
the fight had occurred they were stopped and 
dragged fVom their carriage. The brigands 
were savage at not getting any plunder, and 
swore they would hold them prisoners till they 
procured a ransom, which they fixed at three 
thousand piastres. This was about four in the 
afternoon. They overturned the coach, kin- 
dled a fire, and waited for the diligence. They 
knew the rest. 

Buttons, seated next to Ida Francia, forgot 
his sufferings. Meanwhile Dick and the Sen- 
ator resumed their old seats on the banquette. 
After a while the Senator relapsed into a fit of 
musing, and Dick fell asleep. 

Morning dawned and found them on the 



THE DODOE CLUB ; OR, ITALY IN MDCCCLIX. 



plaia once mora, onlj a Tew miles from Bo- 
logna. Far ahead thej saw tbe lofty Leaning 
Tower tbat forms eo conapicuops an object in 
the line oU city. Dick awahed, and on look- 
ing at the Senator was shocked to see bim very 
pale, with an ezpresBion of pain. He harried- 
I7 asked the cause. 

" Wh;, the fact is, after the excitement of 
lightia' and skughteriD' and seein' to ;aa chapa 
was orer I found that I was coveted with 
wounds. One of mj fingers is broken. I have 
three bullet wounds in my left arm, one in my 
right, k stab of a dirk in my right thigb, and a 
terrible bruiae on my left knee. I think that 
some fellow must have passed a dagger through 
my left foot, for there is a cut in the leather, 
mj shoe is full of blood, and it harts dreadful. 
It's my opinion that the Dodge Club 






■nighl.- 



lol" 



The Senator had heard a cry behind, and 
looked out. Something startled him. Dick 
looked also. 

The Don's carriage was in confusion, 
two S^oritas were standing up in tbe carriage 
wringing their hands. Tbe Don was support- 
ing Buttons in hU arms. He bad fainted 
second time. 



CHAPTEB XLVin. 



-MOOH- 
8HINB.— BEST BUM POB WOCHBB. 

Thet all put ap at tbe aame hotel. Battons 

was carried in senseleaa, and it was long before 
he reTired. The Senator and Dick were quite 
exhausted — stiff with fatigae, stiff with wounds. 

There was one thing, however, which made 
their present situation more endnrable. 
war in Lombardj made further progre 
possible. They cuuld not be permitted 
(be borders into Veuetta. Even if they bad 
been perfectly well they would have been com- 
pelled to wait there for a time. 

The city was in a ferment. The delight 
which the cilisena felt at their new-found free- 
dom waa mingled with a dash of anxiety about 
the result of the war. For, in spite of Solferino, 
it was probable that tbe tide of victory would 
be hurled bock from the Quadrilateral Still 
they kept up their spirits ; and the joy of their 
hearts ibund vent in songs, mnsic, processions, 
Boman caadlea, Te Ikums, sky-rockets, volleys 
of cannon, masses, public meetings, patriotic 
songs, speeches, tri-colors, and Italian versions 
of "The Marseillaise." 

In a short time Che Senator was almost as 
well as ever. Not so Dick. After struggling 
heroically for the first day against his pain he 
succumbed, and on the morning of the second 
was onable Co leave his bed. 

The Senator woald noC leave him. The 
kind attention which he had once before shown 
in Borne was now repeated. He spent nearly 
all hii time in Dlt^'s room, talking to him 




when he was awake, and looking at hint wlicn 
asleep. Dick was touched to the heart. 

Tbe Senator thought that, withoat exception, 
Bologna was the b^t Italian city that he bad 
seen. It had a solid look. The people were 
not such everlasting fbols as the Nea|ioKtan3, 
the Bomana, and the Florentines, who thought 
that the highest end of life was Co make pict- 
ures and listen Co music. They devoted their 
energies to an article of nonrishmont which waa 
calculated to benefit the world. He alluded 10 
the &moas Bologna Sawififft, and he put it to 
Dick serioasly, whether the manufacture of a 
sausage which was so eminently adapted to 
sustain life was not a far nobler thing than the 
production of useless pictures for the pampered 
tastes of a bloated ariatoorBcy. 

Meanwhile Buttons fared difierentlj. If he 
had been more afflicted he was now more blessed. 
The Don seemed to think that the sufferinge of 
Buttons were caused by htmaelf, or, at any rate, 
by tbe eagerness of the yonng man to come to 
Che assistance of his sisters. He felt grateful 
accordingly, and apared no pains to give him 
assistance and relief. He procured the beat 
medical advice in the city. For Beveral days 
the poor fellow lay in a very dangerous con- 
dition, hovering between life and death. His 
wounds were numeroua and severe, and the ex- 

lent atWrward, with the faCigue of the ride, 
had made his situation worse. But a strong 

itation was on his aide, and he at length 

ibic to leave hia bed and bia room. 

I waa as pale as death, and woefully erne, 
cialod. But the society of tbe ladies acted liku 
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idly. 

He wonid hare liked il still better if he h&d 
been able to see tha yoanger sister alone ; but 
that war impossible, for the sinters were insep- 
amble. One eTening, however, ths Don of- 
feied Ki take them to the cathedral to «ee some 
ceremon;. Ida declined, but the other eager- 
ly accepted. 

So Buttons for the first time in his lifb temnd 
himself alone with the maid of his heart. It 
was a solemn season. 

Both were much embarrassed. Buttons 
looked BB though ha had something dreadful 
to tell; the Seaorita as though she had some- 
thing dreadfnl to hear. At length Buttons 
began to (ell the story of his manj searches, 
pnrsuits, wanderings, etc., in search of her, and 
particularly bis last seuch at Florence, in which 
he had grown disheartened, and bad made up 
his mind to follow her to Spain. At last he 
came to the time when he caught np to them 
on the rosd. He had seen them first. His 
heart told him that one of the ladies was Ida. 
Then he had lost all control of himself, and 
had leaped down to rescue her. 

The Spanish nature is an impetnons, a de- 
monstrative, a fiery natare. The Seiiorila was 
a Spaniard. As Buttons told all this in pas- 
sionate words, to which his ardent love gave 
' resistless eloquence, her whole manner showed 
that her heart responded. An nn controllable 
excitement filled her being ; her large, lustrons 
eyes, bright with the glow of the South, now 
beamed more Inminoasly through her tears, 
and — in short: Battonsfelt encouraged — and 
ventured nearer — and, almost before he know | 
it himself, somehow or other, his arm had got 
round a slender waist I 

While the Senoritft trembled— timidly drew 
back — and then all was still 1 — except, of coarse, 
whisperings^ — and broken ssntences^ — and soft, 

sweet Well, all these were brought to an 

abrnjit close hj the return of the Don and his 

As they entered the room they saw Buttons 
at one end, and the Senorita at the other. The 
moonbeams stole in softly through t^e win- 



At the end of a few weeks there came the 
great, the unlooked-for, the nnhoped-for news 
—the Peace of Villafranca [ So war was over 
Mor-over the road was open They could go 
vherever they wished 

Buttons was now strong enough to travel 
Dick and the Senator were as well as ever 
The news of the Peace was delightful to the 

Not BO however to the Bologneee They 
railed at Napoleon They forgot all that he 
had done and taunted him uith what he had 
neglected lo do They insulted 1 uu They 



CHAPTER XLIX. 



The journey was a pleasant one. The Span- 
iarcia were an agreeable addirion to the party 
in the estimation of others than Buttons. The 
Senator devoted himiietf particularly to the eld- 
er sister. Indeed, his acquaintance with Ln 
Ci'™, as he afterward confessed, had given him 
a taste for foreign ladies. He carried on litde 
conversations with the Senorita in broken En- 
glish. The Senorita's English was pretty, but 
not very idiomatic. The Senator imitated her 
English remarkably well, and no doubt did it 
out of compliment. Ho also astonished the 
company by speaking at the very top of a voice 
whose ordinary tone was far stronger than com- 

The joamev from Bologna to Perrara was 
not diversified by any incident. Buttons was 
rapidly regaining his gayely and his strength. 
He wore his arm in a sling, it is true, bnt 
thought it better to have a broken arm with the 
Seiiorita than a sound one without her. It 
must bo confessed, however, that his happiness 
was visible not so much in lively conversatiou 
as n h s flusi ed cl eek gl stcn ng eye and gen 
e al a r of ecstasy Moreo er Ida could not 
speak FngI h n uch — a conversat on in that 
lan^u " J iTi 1 and they would not b<. 
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so rude to the Senator as to talk Spanish in his 
presence. The consequence was that the con- 
versation flagged, and the Senator was by far 
the most talkative member of the company, and 
laid out all his strength in broken English. 

Ferrara was reached at last, and they put up 
at a hotel which boasted of having entertained 
in its day any quantity of kings, emperors, and 
nobles of every European nation. It is an as- 
tonishing town. Vast squares, all desolate; 
great cathedrals, empty; proud palaces, neg- 
lected and ruinous ; broad streets, grass-grown 
and empty^ long rows of houses, without in- 
habitants; it presents the spectacle of a city 
dying without hope of recovery. The Senator 
walked through every street in Ferrara, looked 
carelessly at Tasso's dungeon, and seemed to 
feel relieved when they left the city. 

On arriving at the Fo, which forms the 
boundary between this district and Venetia, 
they underwent some examination from the au- 
thorities, but crossed without accident. But on 
the other side they found the Austrian officials 
far more particular. They asked a multiplicity 
of questions, opened every trunk, scanned the 
passports, and detained them long. The ladies 
were annoyed in a similar manner, and a num- 
ber of Roman and Neapolitan trinkets which 
had passed the Italian doganas were now taken 
from them. 

Dick had a valise, both compartments of 
which were strapped down carefully. Under a 
calm exterior he concealed a throbbing heart, 
for in that valise was the Doctor*s pistol, upon 
which he relied in anticipation of future dan- 
gers. The officials opened the valise. It was 
apparently a puzzle to them. They found but 
little clothing. On the contrary, a very exten- 
sive assortment of articles wrapped in paper and 
labelled very neatly. These they opened one 
by one' in the first compartment, and found the 
following : 

1, Six collars ; 2, a biick; 8, lump of lime ; 4, pebbles ; 
5, plaster ; 6, ashes ; 7, paper ; 8, another brick ; 9, a chip ; 
10, more plaster; 11, more ashes ; 12, an ink bottle; 13, 
three pair stockings ; 14, more ashes ; 15, more ashes : 
IG, a neck-tie ; 17, a bit of wood ; 18, vial; 19, some grass ; 
2U, bone ; 21, rag; 22, stone ; 23, another stone ; 24, some 
more grass ; 2&, more pebbles ; 26, more bones; 27, pot of 
blacking; 28, slippers; 29, more stones; 30, more stones. 

The officials started up with an oath apiece. 
Their heavy German faces confronted Dick with 
wrath and indignation, and every separate hair 
of their warlike mustaches stood out. How- 
ever, they swallowed their rage, and turned to 
the others. Dick drew a long breath of relief. 
The pistol was safe. It had been taken apart 
and each piece wrapped in paper and labelled. 
Had he carried it about with him it would have 
been taken. 

The Senator thought it was better to have 
three battles with brigands than one encounter 
with custom-house officials. He had a little 
store of specimens of Italian manufactures, 
which were all taken from him. One thing 
struck him forcibly, and that was* the general 
superiority of the Austrian over the Roman side. 



There was more thrift, neatness, and apparent 
prosperity. His sentiments on this subject were 
embodied in a letter home, which he wrote from 
Padua on a dreary evening which they spent 
there before starting for Venice: 

*^lf this part of Italy is oppressed by Austria, then all 
I can say is, that the pressure has squeezed an immensii 
amount of vegetation out of the soil. Passing from tlie 
Soman territories into the Austrian is like going from 
darkness into light, or from Canada Into the United 
States. What kind of people are these who do better 
under foreign rule than native ? In my opinion, the ter- 
ritories of the Pope are worse tban those of other rulers in 
Italy. A Spanish friend of mine tells me that it is be- 
cause the thoughts of the Pope*s subjects are set not on things 
below, but on things on high. He tells me that we've gut 
to choose between two masters — Christianity on the one 
hand, and Mammon on the other. Whoever chooses the 
latter wUl be destitute of the former. He gives as exam- 
ples ci this France, England, and America, which coun- 
tries, though possessed of the highest material blessings, 
are yet a prey to crime, scepticism, doubt, infidelity, 
heresy, false doctrine, and all manner of simUar evils. 
Those nations which prefer religion to worldly prosperity 
present a different scene; and he points to Spain and 
Italy— poor in this world's goods, but rich in &ith— the 
only evils which afflict them being the neighborhood of 
unbelieving nations." 



CHAPTER L. 

VBNICB AND ITS PECULIAR GLOBr. — THE DODGE 
CLUB COME TO GBIEF AT LAST. — UP A TBEB. — 
IN A NET, ETC. 

Few sensations are so singular as that which 
the traveller experiences on his first approach to 
Venice. The railway passes for miles through 
swamps, pools, ponds, and broken mud banks, 
till at length, bursting away altogether from the 
shore, it pushes directly out into the sea. Away 
goes the train of cars over the long viaduct, 
and the traveller within can scarcely understand 
the situation. The firm and even roll and the 
thunder of the wheels tell of solid ground be- 
neath; but outside of the windows on either 
side there is nothing but a wide expanse of sea. 

At length the city is reached. The train 
stops, and the passenger steps out into the sta- 
tion-house. But what a station-house! and 
what a city ! There is the usual shouting from 
carriers and cabmen, but none of that deep roar 
of a large city which in every other place drones 
heavily into the traveUer's ear. 

Going out to what he thinks is a street, the 
traveller finds merely a canal. Where are the 
carriages, cabs, caliches, hand-carts, baroucbes, 
pony - carriages, carryalls, wagons, hansoms, 
hackneys, wheelbarrows, broughams, dog-carts, 
buggies? Where are the horses, mares, dogs, 
pigs, ponies, oxen, cows, cats, colts, calves, and 
live-stock generally ? 

Nowhere. There's not a wheeled carriage 
in the place. It may be doubted if there is 
a dog. There certainly is not a cow. The 
people use goats' milk. The horse is as un- 
known as the pterodactyl, icthyosaurus, dodo, 
iguanodon, mastodon, great awk. How do they 
go about? Where are the conveniences for 
moving to and fro? 

Then, at the platform of the station, a score 
or two of light gondolas await you. Tho gon- 
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dolier is tho cabman. He waits for ;oa, nith 
his band toward jon, and tbe true ' > Eeb, Sir 1 " 
tone and smile. A donble-sized gondola is here 
called an " omnibas," and the name is painted 
on the aide in bage lettere. And these an 
sabstitutes for wbeeled vebictes. 

Now after eatering one of these ;on go along 
smoothlj and noiselessly. The first thing 
notices in Venice is the absence of noise, 
the boat goes along the onl j sound that is heard 
is the sharp ciy from the boatman as he ap- 
proaches a comer. Ai first the noTeltj inter- 
ests the mind, afterward it aifects the spirits. 
Id three days most people leave the city in a 
kind of panic. ThestillnessisawfoL A long- 
er stay would reduce one to a state of mel- 
ancholy madness. A few poets, however, have 
been able lo endure, and even to love, the sepul- 
chral stillness of the city. But to appreciate 
Venice one inuat be strongly poetical. 

There are many things to be seen. First of 
all, there is tbe city itself, one grand curiosity, 
nniqae, with nothing on earth that bears b dis- 
tant approach to it. Its canals, gondolas, 
antique monuments, Byzantine architecture, 
bridges, mystery : its pretty women with black 
lace veils, the true glory of Venite— though 
Murray says nothing about them.. 

For Murray, in what was meant to be an en- 
haustive description of Venice, has omitted all 
mention of that which makes it what it is. 
, Whereas if it had been Homer instead of Murray 
hewoald hare rolledont the fallowing epithets: 



?uyi'fto2.^0L : K. T. A. 

ThelravellersTisitedthewhole round of tights. 
They remained in company and went about in 
tbe same gondola. The Senator admired what 
he saw as much as any of them, though it ap- 
peared to be ont of his particular line. It was 
not the Cathedral of St. Mark's, however, nor 
the Doge's Palace, nor tbe Court of the Inqnisi- 
tion, nor the Bridge of Sighs, nor the Bialto, 
that interested him, but rather the spectacle of 
all these magnificent edifices around him, with 
all the maseire masonry of a vast city, built up 
laboriously on the uncertain sand. He admired 
the Venetians who had done this. To such men, 
he thought, the commerce of the world might 
well have belonged. In discussing the causes 
of the decline of Venice he summed up the sub- 
ject in a few words, and in tbe clearest possible 

"These Venetians, when they sot up shop, 
were in the principal street of the world — tbe 
Mediterranean. They had the bestatand in tbe 
street. The; did work up their business uncom- 
mon well now, and no mistake. They made 
money hand over fist, and whatever advantage 
could be given by energy, capital, and a good loca- 
in, they got. But the currents of traffic change 
the world just as they do in a city. After a 
while it passed in another direction. Veniee 
thrown out alt<^;ether. She bad no more 
chance than a New York shop would have after 
the business that it lived on had gone into an- 
other street. Hence," laid the Senator — lie al- 
ways said "hence "when he was coming to a 
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trinniphsnl eonclunon — "heoce the down&ll 
of Vonice." 

On arriving at tbeir hotel a little cii«nm»tance 
occnrreii which mnde them look at Venice from 
a new and startling point of ricw. On going 
to their roomB a^er dinner the; were fullowed 
hj a tile of AnstriaD Boldiera. Thej wanted to 
sea the pusporta. Tboj reqnested this in a 
thick gntlnral tone, which made the Americans 
feel quite nerrona. Thej showed the pasBporte 
neTerthelesa. 

On looking ovsr them tiie AnBtrian soldiers ar- 
rested them. Thej were informed chat if they 
went peaceablj they would be well treated, but 
if they made any leaietance they would all be 
bound: 

The Americans remonstrated. No nse. A 
. thousand conjectures were made as to the cause 
of their arrest, but tbej wore completely baffled. 
Before they could BniTe at any conclusion they 
had arriTed at the place of their destination, to 
which they had, of conrso, been taken in b gon- 
dola. It was too dark to distinguish the place, 
l)Ut it looked like a large and gloomy ediflce. 
The soldieiB took tliom to a room, where they 



locked them all in together. It wag a comfbrta- 
ble apartment, with another larger one opening 
from it, in which were two beds and two coucbei. 
Evidently they were not neglected. 

After waiting for half the night in a kind of 
farer they retired to rest. They slept bat little. 
They rose early, and at about seven o'clock 
breaJiEaBt was brought in to them, with a guard 
of soldiers fullowing the waiters. 

After breakfast they were visited again. This 
time it was a l^al gentleman. They did not 
know who he wm, but he gave them to nnder- 
stand that he was a person hinh in authority. 
He questioned them very doselj as to their bus- 
iness in Venice, bat did his questioning in a 
courteons manner. AAer about an hour he 
left. 

Lunch was brought in at one o'clock. Their 
feelings at being treated in this mysterious man- 
ner can be ima^ned. Such neglect of tha 
rights of man — snch trifling with his time and 
patience — snch utter disregard of habeas coryus, 
awal:od indignation which words could not ex- 
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locked up, fed, deprired of liberlj and freeh sir ; 
no comma oication with frienda oatside; and, 
mnvl of all, no idea in the world of the cause 
of their itDpriaonment. Thaj came to the con- 
cision that they were miBtoken foT some other 
pailiea — for aome Caccialori degH Alpii and 
Bnttona inaiated that the Senator was sapposed 
to be Garibaldi hiiDself. In these troublous 
time* aaj idea, however abiitrd, might be acted 

Al about three iu the aftecnoon the door waa 
thrown open, and a He of soldiers appeared. 
An officer approached and requested the prison- 
era to follow. They did so. They passed along 
man}' halls, and at length came to a large room. 
A long table exteaded nearly from one end to 
another. Soldiers weie arranged down the e des 
uf the apartment. 

At the head of the table sat an elderlj man 
with a Item face, terocioua mustache sharp eye 
baahy gray eyebrows, and uni eraal a r of Mars 
Hia nnifonn showed him lo be a General B; 
bis side was their visitor of Iho n oraing Offl 
cials sat at the table 

"Sffcnee/" 




At the command of the Austrian General 
every body became still. Thereupon he motion- 
ed to the prisoners to stand at the bottom of ibe 
table. They did so. The General took a long 



stare at the prisoners, particularly at the Senator. 
They bore it steadily. As for the Senator, lie 
regaj^led the other with an expression which 
would bare done honor to the Austrian General's 
own father. 

"Who are yon?" 

The General spoke in German. The legal 
geaCleman at his aide instantly interpreted it 
into English. 

^'Americans." 

"Ab \ dangerous characters — dangerous char- 
BCtarsl What is your business?" 

"Travellers." 

" Travellers P Ah I But what ore yonr oc- 
cupations in Americo?" 

"Our possports tBll." 
Your passports say — ' Gentlemen.' " 
Well, we are gentlemen." 

The Austrian looked blank. After a whGe 
he reaniaed; and as he directed hia glance to 
the Senator the latter made all the replies, while 
the Interpreter served as a medium of commn- 

How long have yon been in Italy 7" 

Two or three months." 

You came here jast about the commence- 
ment of these difficulties?" 

Tea — the beginning of the war," 

Where did yon land ?" 

At Naples." 

Nnples? Hat bm 1 Where did you go 
next? 

To Home. We stayed there a ftew weeks 
and then went to Florence ; from Florence (o 
Bologna and thence through Ferrara and Pa- 
dua to Venice.'' 

Yon went to Florence I How long ago did 
d d yon leave ?" 

About a month ago." 

A month ! Ab, hm!" 
And the General exchanged glances with the 
legal gentleman at bis side. 

What were yon doing iu Florence ?" 

See ng the city." 

D d you place yonrselves in connection with 
the RevoIaiionistB f " 

No ' 

D d you have any tiling to do with the em- 
issanes of Garibaldi ?" 

Nothing.'' 

Take care how you deny." 

We say we khow nothing at all either of 
the Revolmionials or Imperialists or Garibaldi- 
ans or any other party. We are merely travel- 

"Hm — a strong disavdwment," said the Gen- 
eral to bimaelf. " Yon have never in any way 
connlenanced the rebels." 

" No." 

" Tbiok before yon apeak." 
"We arefree Americana. Ferbapayon know 
that the citizens of that country say what they 
think and do what they like. We have gone on 
that rule in Italy. What I say is, that we do 
not know any thing about rebels or any political 
parties in the country." 
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" Do vou know La Cicaf** asked the Gen- 
eral, with the air of a man who was putting a 
home - thrust, and speaking with uncommon 
fierceness. 

" I do,'* said the Senator, mildly. 

"You know her well? You are one of her 
intimate friends ?'' 

"Ami?' 

" Are you not ?** . 

" I am friendly with her. She is an estima- 
ble woman, with much feeling and penetration " 
— ^and a fond regret exhibited itself in the face 
of the speaker. . 

"Well, Sir, you may as well confess. We 
know you. Sir. We know you. You are one 
of the chosen associates of that infamous Gari- 
baldian plotter and assassin, whose hotel is the 
hot -bed of conspiracy and revolution. We 
know you. Do you dare to come here and deny 
it?" 

" I did not come here ; I was brought. I do 
not deny that you know me, though I haven't 
the pleasure of knowing you. But I do deny 
that I am the associate of con^irators." 

"Are you not the American whom La Oica 
so particularly distinguished with her favor ?" 

"I have reason to believe that she was par- 
tial to me — somewhat." 

"He confesses r* said the General. "You 
came from her to this place, communicating on 
the way with her emissaries." 

" I communicated on the way with none but 
brigands among the mountains. If they were 
ner emissaries I wish her joy of them. My 
means of communication," said the Senator, 
while a grim smile passed over his face, "was 
an iron crow-bar, and my remarks left some deep 
impression on them, I do believe." 

" Tell me now — and tell me truly," said the 
General after a pause, in which he seemed try- 
ing to make out whether the Senator was joking 
or not. " To whom are you sent in this city ?" 

"To no one." 

" Sir ! I warn you that I will not be trifled 
with." 

" I tell you," said the Senator, with no appar- 
ent excitement, " I tell you that I have come 
here to no one. What more can I say ?" 

" You must confess." 

"I have nothing to confess." 

" Sir ! you have much to confess," cried the 
General, angrily, " and I swear to you I will 
wring it out of you. Beware how you trifle 
with my patience. If you wish to regain your 
liberty confess at once, and you may escape your 
just punishment. But if yon refuse, then, by 
the immortal gods, I'll shut you up in a dungeon 
for ten years ! " 

" You will do no such thing." 

" What !" roared the General. " Won't I ?" 

"You will not. On the contrary, you will 
have to make apologies for these insults." 

" I ! — Apologies ! Insults !" 

The General gnawed his mustache, and his 
eyes blazed in fury. 

"You have arrested us on a false charge, 



based on some slanderous or stupid information 
of some of your infernal spies," said the Senator. 
"What right have you to pry into the private 
affairs of an American traveller? We have 
nothing to do with you.** 

" You are associated with conspirators. You 
are charged with treasonable correspondence 
with rebels. You countenanced revolution in 
Florence. You openly took part with Republic- 
ans. You are a notorious friend of La Gica. 
And you came here with the intention of fo- 
menting treason in Venice!" 

"Whoever told you that, "replied the Sena- 
tor, " told infernal lies — most infernal lies. I 
am no emissary of any party. I am a private 
traveller." 

" Sir, we have correspondents in Florence on 
whom we can rely better than on you. They 
watched you." 

" Then the best thing you can do is to dismiss 
those correspondents and get rogues who have 
half an idea.*' 

" Sir, I tell you that they watched you well. 
You had better confess all. Your antecedents 
in Florence are known. You are in a position 
of imminent danger. I tell yon — beware !" 

The Greneral said this in an awful voice, 
which was meant to strike terror into the soul 
of his captive. The Senator looked back into 
his eyes with an expression of calm scorn. His 
form seemed to grow larger, and his eyes dilated 
as he spoke : 

"Then you, Greneral, I tell you — beware! 
Do you kn6w who you've got hold of? — No con- 
spirator ; no infernal /talian bandit, or Dutch- 
man either; but an American citizen. Your 
Government has already tried tte temper of 
Americans on one or two remarkable occasions. 
Don't try it on a third time, and don't try it on 
with me. Since you want to know who I am 
rU tell you. I, Sir, am an American Senator. 
I take an active and prominent part in the gov- 
ernment of that great and glorious country. I 
represent a constituency of several ^undred 
thousand. You tell me to beware, I tell you 
— Bewabe ! for, by the Eternal ! if you dott't 
let me go, I swear to you that you'll have to give 
me up at the cannon's mouth. I swear to you 
if you don't let me off' by evening I won't go at 
all till I am delivered up with humble and am- 
ple apologies, both to us and to our country, 
whom you have insulted in our persons.'* 

" Sir,, you are bold !" 

"Bold ! Send for the American Consul of 
this city and see if he don't con-oborate this. 
But you had better make haste, for if you subject 
me to further disgrace it will be the worse for 
your Government, and particularly for yow, my 
friend. You'll have the town battered down 
about your ears. Don't get another nation down 
on you, and, above all, don't let that nation be 
the American. What I tell you is the solemn 
truth, and if you don't mind it you will know it 
some day to your sorrow." 

Whatever the cause may have been the com- 
pany present, including even the General, were 
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impressed by the SeDalor'i words. The an- 
nouncement of his dignity ; the venerable title 
of SenatOT ; the mention of bis " conBtiiuency," 
a word the more formidable from not bdng at 
all understood — all combined to fill them wich 
respect and ewn awa. 

So at his proposal to send for the American 
Consul the General gnve orders to a mesEeiiKer 
who went off at once in search of Chat fnncUon- 
arj. 



CHAPTER Ln. 



The American Consnl soon made his appear- 
ance. Not haring had any thing to do for 
months, the prospect of basiness gare wings to 
his feet. Moreover, he felt a very natnral de- 
sire to help a countryman in trouble. Upon 
entering the hall he cast a rapid look around, 
nnd seemed surprised at so angnst a tribunal. 
For in the General's martial form he saw no 
less a person than the Austrian Commandant. 

The Consul bowed and then looked at the 
prisoners. As his ejo fell upon the Senator it 
lighted ap, and his face assumed an expression 
of the most friendly interest. Evidently a rec- 
ognition. The Austrian Commandant, address- 
ed the Consnl directly in German. 

" Do yon know the ptlsoners ?" 

" I know one of them." 
. " He is here nnder a vei7 heavy accasadon. 



I havewell-snbstanliated charges by which he is 
implicated in treason and conspiracy. He has 
been connected with Eevolulionists of Ihe worsl 
stamp in Florence, and there is strong proof 
that he has coma here lo commnnicaie with Rev- 
olntionists in this city.'' 

" Whoaccuses himof this? Are they here ?" 

" No, but they have written from Florence 
warning me of hisjonrney here." 

"Doe.t the prisoner confess ?" 

" Of course not. He denies. He requested 
me to send for yon. I don't want Co be unjust, 
so if you have any thing to say, say on." 

'"These charges are impossible," 

"Impossible?" 

" He is altogether a different man &om what 
yon suppose. He is an eminent member of the 
American Senate. Any charges made against 
one like him will have to be well stibstantiated ; 
and any injury done to him will be dangerous 
in the highest degree. Unless you have uude- 
nisbie proofs of his guilt it will be best to free 
him at once — or else — " 



The Commandant looked doabtful. The 
others impassive. Buttons and Dick interested. 
The SeD]itor calm. Again the Commandant 
turned to the Senator, his remarks being inter- 
preted as before. 

" How does it happen that you were so par- 
ticularly intimate with all the BevolaiJonisis in 
Florence, and an habitu€ of Za Cita's salon ? 
that your mission was well known throughout 
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the city ? that you publicly acknowledged the 
Florentine rebellion in a speech ? that the people 
earried yon home in triumph ? and that imme* 
diately before leaving you received private in^ 
structions from La Cica ?" ^ j 

"To your questions," said the Senator, with 
unabated dignity, ** I will reply in brief : First, 
I am a free and independent citizen of the great 
and glorious American Bepublic. If I associ- 
ated with Revolutionists in Florence, I did so 
because I am accustomed to choose my own so- 
ciety, and not to recognize any law or any mas- 
ter that can forbid my doing so. I deny, how- 
ever, that I was in any way connected with 
plots, rebellions, or conspiracies. Secondly, I 
was friendly wiih the Countess because I con- 
sidered her a most remarkably fine woman, 
and because she showed a disposition to be I 
friendly with me — a stranger in a strange land. • 
Thirdly^ I have no mission of any kind what- i 
ever. I am a traveller for self-improvement^ I 
have no business political or commercial. So ; 
that my mission could not have been known. 
If people talked about me they talked nonsense. 
Fourthly , I confess I made a speech, but what of 
that ? It's not the first time, by a long chalk. 
I don*t know what you mean by / acknowledg- 
ing.' As a private citizen I congratulated 
them on their success, and would do so again. 
If a crowd calls on me for a speech, I'm thar I 
The people of Florence dragged me home in a 
carriage. , Well, I don*t know why they did so. 
I can't help it if people will take possession of 
me and pull me about. Fifthly, and lastly, I 
had an interview with the Countess, had I? 
Well, is it wrong for a man to bid good-bye to 
a friend ? I ask you, what upon earth do you 
mean by such a charge as that? Do you take 
m& for a puling infant ?'* 

'^On that occasion," said the Commandant, 
" she taught you some mysterious words which 
were to be repeated among the Revolutionists 
here." 

** Never did any thing of the kind. That's 
a complete full-blown fiction." 

" I have the very words." 

"That's impossible. You've got hold of the 
wrong man I see." 

" I will have them read, " said the Oeneral, 
solemnly. 

And he beckoned to the Interpreter. Where- 
upon the Interpreter gravely took out a formi- 
dable roll of papers from his breast, and opened 
it. Every gesture was made as though his 
hand was heavy with the weight of crushing 
proof. At last a paper was produced. The 
Interpreter took one look at the prisoner, then 
glanced triumphantly at the Consul, and said : 

" It is a mysterious language with no appar- 
ent meaning, nor have I been able to find the 
key to it in any way. It is very skillfully 
made, for all the usual tests of cipher writing 
fail in this. The per^n who procured it did 
not get near enough till the latter part of the 
interview, so that he gained no explanation 
whatever from the conversation." 



"Read," said the Commandant. The Sena- 
tor waited, wonderingly. The Interpreter read : 

*^ Ma ouiUina sola ouda ste ensoee fremas dig ansit an- 
«tn aasalef a cue tu affa Uutimui heU9,** 

Scarcely had the first words been uttered in 
the Italian voice of the reader than the Sen- 
ator started as though a shot had struck him. 
His face flushed. Finally a broad grin spread 
itself over his countenance, and down his neck, 
and over his chest, and over his form, and into 
his boots, till at laist his whole colossal frame 
shook with an earthquake of laughter. 

The Commandant stared and looked uneasy. 
All looked at the Senator — all with amaze- 
ment — the Greneral, the Interpreter, the Offi- 
cials, the Guards, Buttons, Dick, and the Ameri- 
can Consul. 

"Oh dear!. Oh de-arl Oh deee-ae!" 
cried the Senator, in the intervals of his out- 
rageous peals of laughter. " OH !" and a new 
peal followed. 

What did all this mean? Was he crazy? 
Had misfortunes turned his brain ? 

But at last the Senator, who was always re- 
markable for his self-control, recovered himself. 
He asked the Commandant if he might be per- 
mitted to explain. 

" Certainly," said the Commandant, doleful- 
ly. He was afraid that the thing would take a 
ridiculous turn, and nothing is so terrible as that 
to an Austrian ofiicial. 

"Will you allow me to look at the paper?" 
asked the Senator. • " I will not injure it at all." 

The Interpreter politely carried it to him as 
the Commandant nodded. The Senator beck- 
oned to the Consul. They then walked up to 
the Commandant. All four looked at the paper. 

"You see, gentlemen," said the Senator, 
drawing a lead pencil from his pocket, "the 
Florence correspondent has been too sharp. I 
can explain all this at once. I was with the 
Countess, and we got talking of poetry. Now, 
I don't know any more about poetry than a 
horse." 

"Well?" 

" Well, she insisted on my making a quota- 
tion. I had to give in. The only one I could 
think of was a line or two from Watts." 

" Watts? Ah ! I don't know him," said the 
Interpreter. 

" He was a minister — ^a parson." 

"Ah!" 

"So I said it to her, and she repeated it. 
These friends of yours. General, have taken it 
down, but their spellin' is a little unusual," said 
the Senator, >vith a tremendous grin that threat- 
ened a new outburst. 

"Look. Here is th^rue key which this 
gentleman tried so hard tafind." 
' And taking his pencil the Senator wrote un- 
der the strange words the true meaning : 

^^ My wiUing soul would stay 
In Slick a frame as this, 
And sit and sing herself away 
To everlasting bliss.''* 

The Interpreter saw it all. He looked pro- 
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fonniUj fooliBb. The whole thing wag clear. 
The Senator's innocence wag plain. He turned 
to explain to the Commandant. The Conanl'a 
face exhibited a variety of expressions, over 
which a broad grimace fiiiallj predominated, 
like sunshine orer an April sky. In a few words 
the whole was made plain to the Commandant. 
He looked annoyed, glared angrily at the Inter- 
preter, tossed the papers an the floor, and rose 
to his feet. 

" Give these gentlemen our apologies," said he 
to the Interpreter. " In times of trouble, when 
Stales have to tie held gnbject to martial law, 
proceedings are abrnpt. Their own good sense 
will, I.tmst, enable them to appreciate the diffi- 
cnlty of oar position. They are at liberty." 

At liberty I No sooner were the words spok- 
en than the prisoners bowed and left, in com- 
pany with the Consul, who eagerly shook liaadg 
with all three, particularly the Senator, who, as 
they were leaving, was heard to whisper eome- 
thing in which these words were audible : 

" Wa'al, old hosst The American eagle 
showed it claws, anyhow." 



It was about seven o'clock in the evening 
when they reached their hotel. Every thing 
was w they had left it. Some trifles had oc- 
curred, snch B« a general overhaul of the bag- 



gage in which the Doctor's pistol had again 

miraenlonaly escaped seizure. Bntlons went 
immed alely to call on the Spaniards, bnt their 
apartment was closed. Supposing that they 
were out about the town, be returned to bis 
fnends 

During (he r memorable captivity they had 
eaten but 1 ctle, and now nothing was more wel- 
come than a d n er. So they ordered the very 
best that the hotel could snpply, and made the 
Amencan Consul slay. Bnttons did not give 
h raseif up so completely as the rest to the hi- 
lar ty of the occasion: Something was on liis 
m d So be took adTantage of a conversation 
in which the Senator was giving the Consul an 
an mated descr ption of the flght with the brig- 
ands and the plack of his two "boys," and 
stole out of the room. Whereupon the Sena- 

itopped and remarked — 

Hang these fellows that ate in love !" 

Certanly said Dick. " They often bang 
themselves or fee! like ii." 

Of coDThC Buttons is on his usual errand." 

Of courae 

It seems to me lliat bis foreign travel has 
become nothing bat one long chase after that 
gal He s eerta nlj most uncommon devoted." 
Scarce had these words been spoken when 
the door nna flung open, and Bntlons made his 
appearance m ch agitated. 

What 8 the matter?" cried Dick. "The 
Spaniards!" "Well?" "They're off!" "Off?" 
"Gone!" "Where?" "Away from Venice." 
" When ?" " I don't know," " Why ?" " I 

" What sent them ? It looks as though ihey 
were running away from yon on purpose." 

" They're off, at any rate," cried Buttons, 
"I went to their room. It was open. The 
serraots were Using it up. I asked why. They 
said the Spaniards had left Venice early this 
morning. They did not know any thing more." 

' ' Strange 1 " 

" Strange, of coarse. It's so sadden. Their 
plana were laid oat for a week in Venice." 

" Perhaps they were frightened at our advent- 
Buttons spmug to the bell and pnllcd it vig- 
orously. Then he rushed to (he door and flang 
it open. Five or six waiters came tumbling in. 
They had all been lialening al Iha key-hole. 

" Where's the chief waiter ?" 

" Here," said that functionary, approaching. 

"Come here. You may retire," said Bat- 
tons to the others. They went out reluctantly. 

" Now, my friend," said he, pultingsome pi- 
astres in the hand of the chief waiter. "Think, 
and answer me right. Where are the Span- 
iards—a gentleman and two ladies — who came 
herewith us?" 

"They have left the city." 

"When?" 

" At sin this morning, by the first trdn." 

" Why did they leave ?" 

" A hint came from the Commandant." 

" From him. Ah I What about ?" 
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" Why — yon know — yonr EicellenineB were 
inUted on by a.depiiUtioa." 
■■We werean«Bl«d. Well?" 
"Well, these Spaniards were ftieods of 

"Yes.;' 

** That connection made ibem SQEpected." 

" Diavolo !" 

" Such is ihe melancholy ^t. There waa 
no cause strong enongh to lead to their arrest. 
It would have been inconTenisnt. . So thsCom- 
mandant sent amessage, immediately after yoar 
Excellency's lamentaUe arrest, to warn them — " 

"What of F" 

" That tbey had better leave the conntry at 

" Yes, but that didn't force them to go." 

"Ah, Signorel Do yon not know what 
sncb a naming is 7 There is no refusaL" 

"Andao they left." 

"At six by the train." 

"Where to?" 

" SJgDore, they had their passports made 
oDt for Milan." 

" Milan r 

"Certainly. It was necessary for (hem not 
only to leare Venice, but Venetia.* 

"Very well. When does the next trun 
leave ?" 

" Hot till to-morrow morning at sis." 

" Yon most call us then at Eve, for we are 



Senator, Battons foand n 




to induce tham to quit the city, so the passports 
were handed over to the waiter. 

So at six the next morning they went Sying 
over the sea, over the lagoons, over the marshes, 
over the plains, awa^ toward Lombardy. 

They had to slop for a while at Verona, 
waiting to comply wild " some formalities." 
They had time to walk about the town end see 
the Roman rnins and the fortifications. Of all 
these mnch might be said, if it were not to be 
fonnd already in Gnide-books, Letters of Corre- 
spondents, Books of Travel, Gazetteers, and U- 
laatrated Newspapers. Oor travellerB saw 
enough of the mighty military works, in a brief 
survey, to make them thorooghly comprehend 
the Peace of Villafranca. In the neighborhood 
of Solferino they left the train to inspect the 
scene of battle. Only a month had passed since 
the terrific contest, and the traces remained vis- 
ible on every side. . The peasants had made 
two trenches of enormous size. In one of these 
the bodies of the Austriana had been buried, in 
the other those of the French and Italians. In 
one place there was a vast heap of arms, which 
had been gathered from off the field. There 
was no piece among them which was not bent 
or broken. All were of the best constrnciion 
and latest pattern, but had seen their day. 
Shattered trees, battered walls, crumbling 
houses, deep mis in the earth, appeared on 
every side to show where the battle had raged ; 
yet already the grass, in its swift growth, had 
obliterated tbe chief marks of the tremendous 
conflict. 

At length they arrived at Milan. Tbe city 
presented a most imposing appearance. Its 
natural situation, its magnificent works of archi- 
tectnre, its stately arches and majestic avenues 
presented an appearance which was now height- 
ened by the presence of victory. It was at 
though the enlJre population had given them- 
selves up to njoictng. The evil spirit had been 
cast out, and the house thoroughly swept and 
ganiished. The streets were filled with gay 
mnltitudes ; the avennes resounded nicfa the 
thrilling strains of the Marseillaise, repeated ev- 
erywhere ; every window displayed the portrait 
of Napoleon, Victor Emanuel, or Garibaldi, and 
tivm every house-top flaunted the tri-color. The 
heavy wdght imposed by the miUtary rule — the 
iron hand, the cmelty, tbe bands of spies, the 
mnamerable aotdiets sent forth by Austria — 
b a.i been lifted off. and in the first reaction of 
perfect liberty the whole population rushed into 
he wildest demonstrations of joy and gayety. 
The churches were all marked by the perpetual 
presence of the emblems of Holy Peace, and 
Heavenly Faith, and Immortal Hope. Tbe 
sublime Cathedral, from all its marble papulation 
of sculptured saints and from all its thousands of 
pinnacles sent up one constant song. Through 
the streets marched soldiers — regular, irregular, 
horse foot, and dragoons ; cannon thundered at , 
intervals through every day ; volunteer militia 
compames sprang up like butterflies to flash 
their gay uniforms in the sun. 
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It was not the EeftsOQ for theatres. La Sctda 
had opened for a few nigbis when Napolec 
and Victor Emanuel where here, bat had closed 
again. Not eo the smaller theatres. Less dig- 
nified, the; could burst fortftnaresCruned. " 
pecially the Day Theatres, places formed s 
what on the ancient model, with open roofs. 
In these the spectators can smoke. Here the 
performance begins at fire or six and ends at 
dadl. All the theatres on this season, day or 
night alike, burst forth into joy. The war was 
tlie unirersal sabject. Cannon, fighting, aol- 
diers, gunpowder, saltpetre, snlphnr, fury, ex - 
plosions, woimds, bombardmeatB, grenadiers, ar- 
tillery, dmm, gnn, trnmpet, blanderbusa, and 
thunder ! Jnat at tbat time the piece nbich 
was liaving the greatest ran was Tub Yt(,iobt 

of SotFEBINO 1 

Two theatres exhibited this piece with all 
the pomp and circninstancB of glorious war 
Another put out in a pantomime " The Battle J^ 

of Maleguanol" I 

Another, " The Fight at Magenta ! " Batper 
haps the most popnlar of all was "Garibaldi 
IM Vaebsb, od I Cacciatohi deoli Alfi I ' 



CHAPTER LIV. 




The day of their arriTal at Milan was dis- 
tinguished by a pleaung circnmsfitnce. Buttons 
found the SJMUuaidB, and vas happy. And by 
another circumstance, scarcely less pleasing, 
Dick found an old acquaintance. 

On this wise: 

Pinding himself in Milan he suddenly called 
to mind an old friend with whom he had been 
intimate in Boston. He had been exiled from 
Italy on account of his connection with the 
morements of I81B. He had iied to America, 
and bad taken with bim barely enough to lire 
on. Fur lire years he had lived in Boston un- 
der the plain name of Hugh Airei/. Then Dick 
met with him, and bad been attracted by the 
polished manners, melancholy air, and high 
spirit of the unfortnnate exile. In the' course 
of time their acquaintance ripened into intimate 
friendship. Dick introduced him to all his 
(Hends, and did all in his power to moke his 
life pleasant From him he had learned Ital- 
ian, and under his guidance formed a wide and 
de^ acquaintance with Italian literaluie. la 
1858 Mr. Airey decided to return to Italy and 
lire in Turin tilltheretDm of better days. Be- 
fora leaving he confided to Dick the fact tbat 
he belonged to one of the oldest families in 
Lombordy, and that he was the Conot TJgo di 
Ckmfaloniere. The exile bade Dick and all 
his frieuds good-bye and departed. Since then 
Dick had heard from him but once. The Count 
*was bappy, and hopeful of a speedy return of 
better days for his countiy. His hopes had 
been realized, as the world knows. 



Dick had no difficulty in finding out whore 
he lired, and went to call on him It was a 
magniGceBt palace * Throngs of serrants were 
around the entrance Dick sent up his name, 
and was condncted by a servant to an ante- 
chamber. Scarcely had be finished a has^ 
survey of the apartment when hurried footaleps 
were heard. He turned. The Coant came 
rushing into the room, flushed and trembling, 
and. without a word threw himself into Dick's 
arms, embraced him, and kissed bim. It was a 
tiying moment for Dick. Nothing is so fright- 
ful to a man of the Anglo-Saxon race as to be 
hogged and kissed by a man. However^ Dick 
felt deeply touched at the emotion of his friend 
and his grateful rem embranceef himself. 

'/ This is a circumstance most unexpected !" 
cried the Count. ' ' Why did yon not write and 
tell rae that you were coming, my dearest friend? 
I did not know that you were in Italy. But 
perhaps you wished to give me a surprise?" 
And then the Count asked after all the friends 
in America, for whom he still evinced the ten- 
dereat attachment. 

On being qnestioned he related bis own sub- 
sequent adventures. After leaving America he 
wont at once to Turin. Though proscribed in 
Iiombardy he was free in Piedmont. He man- 
aged to commnnicate secretly with bis relatives 
in Milan, and lived comfortably. At length he 
became aware of the great movement on foot 
which ended in the Italian war. He had thrown 
himself altogether in the good cause, and, witfa- 
onl being at all disheartened by his former mis- 
fortunes, he embarked cnergetieally in the car- 
I rent of events. He was at once lecognited by 
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the Sardinian Croyemment as a powerful re- 
crait, and appointed to an important military 
command. Finally war was declared. Tlie 
French came, the Count had taken a conspicu- 
ous part in the eyents of the war, had been 
present at every battle, and had been promoted 
for his gallant conduct. Fortunately . he had 
not once been wounded. 

On the occupation of Milan by the Allies he 
had regained all his rights, titles, privileges, and 
estates. He was a happy man. His ten years 
of exile had given him a higher capacity for en- 
joyment. He looked forward to a life of honor 
and usefulness. He had found joy harder to 
endure than grief; the reunion with all his old 
friends and relations, the presence of all the fa- 
miliar scenes of his native land had all well-nigh 
overcome him. Yet he assured Dick that do 
friend with whom he had met was more welcome 
to his sight than he, and the joy that he felt at 
seeing him had only been exceeded once in his 
life — that one time having been on the occasion 
of the entrance of the Allies into Milan. 

And now that he was here, where was his 
luggage? Did he come without it? There 
was certainly only one place in the city where 
he could stop. He must remain nowhere else 
but here. Dick modestly excused himself. He 
was scarcely prepared. He was travelling in 
company with friends, and would hardly likd to 
leave them. The Count looked reproachfully 
at him. Did he hesitate about that? Why, 
his Mends also must come. He would have no 
refusal. They all must come. They would be 
as welcome as himself. He would go with Dick 
to his hotel in person and bring his friends there. 

In a short time the Count and Dick had 
driven to the hotel, where the former pressed 
upon the Senator and Buttons an invitation to 
his house. They were not allowed to refuse, 
but were taken away, and before they fairly un- 
derstood the 'Unexpected occurrence they were 
all installed in magnificent apartments in the 
Palazzo Gonfaloniere. 

Buttons*s acquaintance with the language, 
literature, manners, and customs of Italy made 
him appreciate his advantages ; the friendship 
of the Count prevented Dick from feeling oth- 
erwise than perfectly at home ; and as for the 
Senator, if it had been possible for him to feel 
otherwise, his experience of high life at Flor- 
ence would have enabled him to bear himself 
serenely here. His complete self-possession, 
his unfaltering gaze, his calm countenance, were 
never for a moment disturbed. 

The Count had been long enough in Amer- 
ica to appreciate a man of the stamp of the 
Senator ; he therefore from the very first treat- 
ed him with marked respect, which was height- 
ened when Dick told him of the Senator^s 
achievements during the past few weeks. The 
brilliant society which surrounded the Count 
was quite different from that which the Senator 
had found in Florence. The people were 
equally cultivated, but more serious. They had 
less excitability, but more deep feeling. Milan, 



indeed, had borne her burden far differently 
from Florence. Both hated the foreigner ; but 
the latter could be gay, and smiling, and trifling 
even under her chains ; this the former could 
never be. The thoughtful, earnest, and some- 
what pensive Milanese was more to the Sena- 
tor's taste than the brilliant and giddy Floren- 
tine. These, thought he, may well be a free 
people. 

Moreover, the Senator visited the Grand Ca- 
thedral, and ascended to the summit. Arriv- 
ing there his thoughts were not taken up by the 
innumerable statues of snow-white marble, or 
the countless pinnacles of exquisite sculpture 
that extended all around like a sacred forest 
filled with saints and angels, but rather to the 
scene that lay beyond. 

There spread away a prospect which was su- 
perior in his eyes to any thing that he had ever 
seen before, nor had it ever entered his mind to 
conceive such a matchless scene. The wide 
plains of Lombardy, green, glorious, golden with 
the richest and most inexhaustible fertility; 
vast oceans of grain and rice, with islands of 
dark-green trees that bore untold wealth of all 
manner of fruit ; white vilks, little hamlets, 
close-packed villages, dotted the wide expanse, 
with the larger forms of many a populous town. 
He looked to the north and to the west. The 
plain spread away for many a league, till the 
purple mountains arose as a barrier, rising up 
till they touched the everlasting ice. He looked 
to the east and south. There the plains stretch- 
ed away to the' horizon in illimitable extent. 

"What a country! All cleared tool Ev- 
ery acre ! And the villages ! Why, there are 
thousands if there is one ! Dear ! dear ! dear ! 
How can I have the heart to blow about New 
England or Boston after that there ! Buttons, 
why don't somebody tell about all this to the 
folks at home and stop their everlasting brag- 
ging? But" — after a long pause — "Til do it! 
Ill do it ! — this very night. I'll write about it 
to our paper!" 



CHAPTER LV. 



IN WHICH BUTTONS WRITES A LETTEB ; AND IN 
WHICH THE CLUB LOSES AN IMPORTANT MEM- 
BER.-r-SMALL BT DEGREES AND BEAUTIFULLT 
LESS. 

Bur all things, however pleasant, must have 
an end, so their stay in Milan soon approached 
its termination. 

Buttons and the Senator were both quite will- 
ing to leave. The departure of the Spaniards 
had taken away the charm of Milan. They had 
already returned to Spain, and had urged But- 
tons very strongly to accompany them. It cost 
him 8 great struggle to decline, but he did so 
from certain conscientious motives, and promised 
to do so after going to Paris. So there was an 
agonizing separation, and all that. At his room 
Buttons unbosomed himself to his friends. 

'* ril begin at the beginning," said he, direct- 
ing his remarks more particularly to the Senator. 
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" My father is a rich man, though yon may 
not think I live very much like a rich man's 
son. The fact is, he is dreadfully afraid that I 
will turn out a spendthrift. So he gave me only 
u moderate sum on which to travel on through 
Europe. So far I have succeeded very well. 
Excuse my blushes while I make the sweet con- 
fession. The Senorita whom we all admire will, 
some of these days, I trust, exchange the music- 
al name of Francia for the plainer one of But- 
tons." 

The Senator smiled with mild and paternal 
approbation, and shook Buttons by the hand. 
- *' It*s all arranged," continued Buttons, with 
sweet confusion. *'Korw, under the circum- 
stances, yon might think it natural that I should 
go back with them to Spain." 

" I should certainly. Why don't you ?" 

** For two reasons. The first is, I have bare- 
ly enough tin left to take me to Paris." 

At once both the Senatbr and Dick offered 
to make unlimited advances. Buttons made a 
deprecatory gesture. 

*'I know well that I could look to you for 
any help in any way« But that is not the rea- 
son why I don't go to Spain* I have money 
enough for my wants if I don't go there." 
• " What is the real reason, then ?" 

<< Well, I thought that in an affair of this 
kind it would be just as well to get the Gov- 
ernor's concurrence, and so I thought I'd drop a 
line to him. I've just got the letter written, 
and I'll put it in the mail this evening." 

**You have done right, my boy," said the 
Senator, paternally. "There are many excel- 
lent reasons for getting your father's consent in 
an affair like this." 

" I don't mind reading you what I have writ- 
ten," said Buttons, " if you care about hearing 
it." 

** Oh, if yon have no objection, we should like 
to hear very much," said Dick. 

Whereupon Buttons, taking a letter from his 
pocket, read as follows : 

*^ Dbar Fathsb, — I have endeavored to follow oat your 
instructions and be as economical as possible. 

'^ During my tour through Italy I have made the ac- 
quaintance of the senior member of the house of Francia, 
in Cadiz, a gentleman with whom you are acquainted. 
He was travelling with his two sisten. *Tho younger one 
is very amiable. As I know you would like to see me set- 
tled I have requested her hand in marriage. 

** As I wish to be married before my return I thought 
I would let you know.- Of course in allying myself to a 
member of so wealthy a family I will need to do it in good 
style. Whatever you can send me will therefore be quite 
acceptable. 

^* Please reply immediately on receipt of this, address- 
ing me at Paris as before. 

" And very much oblige K Buttons," 

" Well," said the Senator, "that's a sensible 
letter. It's to the point. I*m glad to see that 
you are not so foolish as most lads in your sit- 
uation. Why should not a man talk as wisely 
about a partnership of this kind as of any other? 
I do declare that these rhapsodies, this high- 
blown, high-flown, sentimental twaddle is nau- 
seating." 

" You see, Dick, " said Buttons, * * I must write 
a letter which will have weight with the old 



gentleman. He likes the terse business style. 
I think that little hint about her fortune is well 
managed too. That's a great deal better than 
boring him with the state of my affections. Isn't 
it?" 

** There's nothing like adapting your style to 
the disposition of the person yon address," said 
Dick. 

" Well, said the Senator, " you propose to 
start to-morrow, do you ?" 

"Yes," said Buttons. 

"I'm agreed then. I was just beginning to 
get used up myself. I'm an active man, and 
when I've squeezed all the juice out of a place I 
want to throw it away and go to another. What 
do you say, Dick ? You are silent." 

" Well, to tell the truth," said Dick, " I don't 
care about leaving just yet. Gonfaloniere ex- 
pects ine to stay longer, and he would feel hurt 
if I hurried off. I am very sorry that you are 
both going. It would be capital if you could 
only wait here a month or so." 

"A month!" cried Buttons. "I couldn't 
stand it another day. Will nothing induce yon 
to come ? What can we do without you ?" 

"What can I do without you?" said Dick, 
with some emotion. 

" Well, Dick," said the Senator, " I'm really 
pained. I feel something like a sense of be- 
reavement at the veiy idea. I thought, of 
course, we would keep together till our feet 
touched the sacred soil once more. But Heav- 
en seems to have ordained it othei*wise. I felt 
bad when Figgs and the Doctor left us at Flor- 
ence, but now I feel worse by a long chalk. 
Can't you manage to come along nohow?" 

"No," said Dick. "I really can not. I 
really must stay." 

"What I mustl" 

"Yes, must!" 

The Senator sighedi 



CHAPTER LVI. 

THE PAITHPUL ONE ! — DARTS, DISTRACTION, 
love's vows, OVERPOWERING SCENE AT THE 
MEETING OP TWO FOND ONES. — COMPLETE 
BREAK-DOWN OF THE HISTORIAN. 

About a month after the departure of the 
Senator and Buttons from Milan, Dick re-ap- 
peared upon the scene at Rome, in front of the 
little church which had borne so prominent a 
part in his fortunes; true to his love, to his 
hopes, to his promises, with undiminished ardor 
and unabated resolution. He found the Padre 
Liguori there, who at once took him to his room 
in a building adjoining the church. 

"Welcome !" said he, in a tone of the deep- 
est pleasure. "Welcome! It has been more 
than a passing fancy, then." 

" It is the only real purpose of my life, I as- 
sure you." 

" I must believe you," said Liguori, pressing 
his hand once more. 

" And now, where is Pepita ?" 
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"She IB inBome." 

" May I see her at once ?" 

" How at once ?" 

"Well, t"-:lny." 

"No, not to^aj. Her brother irUheB to see 
yon first. I moBt go and let them both knon 
that jou ore here. But she is well and has 

Dick looked reliCTed. After some coarersa- 
tiOD Lignori told Dick to retnra in an honr, and 
he could see the Count. After waiting moat 
irapatientl}> Dick came back again in an hour. 
On entering he found Lnigi. He was dress-* 
ed as a Kentloman this. linte. He was a 
stronglj' knit, well-made maa of aboat thirty, 
with strikingly handsome and aristocratic feat- 

" Let me make my peace with you at once," 
said tie, with the olmoH courtesy. . " You ftre 
a brave man, and most be generons. I have 
done yon wrongs for which I sball never forgiva 
myself;" and taking Kck's oatstretched hand, 
he pressed it heartily. 

" Bay DOtliing about k, I beg,'' said Dick ; 
"you were justified in what you did, though 
]-oa Qia? have been a little hasty." 

" Heid r not been blinded by passion I would 
hare been incapable of Bach a piece of coward- 
ice. Biit' I have had mneh to endure, and I 
was always afraid about her." 

With the utmost frankness the two men re- 
celced each other's explanations, and the great- 
est cordiality arose at once. Dick insisted on 
Luigi'a taking dinner with him, and Luigi, 
laughingly declaring that it would be a sign of 
peai^e to eat bread and salt together, went with 
Dick to his botel. 

As they entered Dick's apartments Gonfa- 
lonic're was lounging near the window. He had 
accompanied Dick to Rome. He started at the 
Bight of Luigi. 

" God in Hearen 1" he ciied, bounding to bis 
feet. 

"Ug«!" exclaimed the otber. 

And the two men, in true Italian &shioQ, 
sprang intaone another's arms. 

" And IS my best friend, and oldest friend, 
the brother of your betrothed ?" asked Gonfa- 
loniere of Dick, 

But Dick only nodded. He was quite mys- 
tified by all this. An explanation, howerer, 
was soon made. The two had been educated 
together, and had fought side by side in the 
great morements of '48, under Garibaldi, and 
in Lombardy. 

For full an hour these two friends asked one 
another a torrent of qnestions. Luigi asked 
Gonfaloniere abont his exile in America ; where- 
upon the ot&er described that exile in glowing 
terms— Jiow he landed in Boston, how Dick, 
then little more than a lad, became acquainted 
with him, and bow true a friend he had been in 
his misery. The animated words of Gonfalon- 
iere produced a striking effect. Laijri snore 
eternal friendship with Dick, and finally de- 



clared that he must come and see Pepita that 
very day. 

So, leaving Gonfaloniere with the promise :tf 
seeing him again, Lnigi walked with Dick ont 
to thejtloce where he lived. The reason why 
he had not wanted him to see Pepita that day 
was betause he was ashamed of their lodgings. 
Bnt that had passed, and as he understood Dick 
better he saw tl^ere was no reason for such 
shame. It was a house within a few rods of 
the chnrch. 

Dicji's heart throbbed violently as he entered 
the door after Luigi and ascended the steps in- 
side the court-yani Lnigi pointed to a door 
and drew back. 



Mll^^M^ 




Dick knock«d. 
The door opened. 
"Pepila!" 



"I knew yon would come," s^d she, after 
about one solid hour, in which not a single In. 
tetligible word was uttered. 

" And for you 1 Oh, Pepila !" 

" Yon do not tbink now that I was cruel ?" 
and a warm flush overspread the lovely face of 
the yonng giri. 

"Crncll" (and Dick makes her see that he 
positively does not think so). 

"I could not do otherwise." 

"I love you too well to doubt it," 

"My brother hated you so. It would have 
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been impossible. And I could not wound bi< 

fselings.'' 

" He's a aidendid fellow, &nd 70a were right." 
"Padre Liguori sljowed him what joa were, 

Hiid I tried 10 explain a little, " added fepila, 

" Hearen bleu Padre Ligaori ! As Tor 70a 

"" Don't." 

" Well, jonr brother understands me at last. 
Ha knows that I love jon bo well that I would 



"Do ;oD remember," asked Dicfc, sofllj, Bfi- 
er aboat three hours and Iwent; minntes — " do 
jon remember bow I once wished Ibat I was 
walking with fou on a road that would go on 
forever ?" 

"Yes." 

" Well, we're on that track now." 
[The lllsloHaTi of Ihew ndventnrs l«el> nmt IisidIt 



fioico t Render, yr 



above dvecriptloD \ 



CHAPTER LVII. 



Pari* at the "Hotel de Lille et d' Albion." On 
the arriral of the Senator and Buttons at Paris 
the; had fonod Mr. Figgsand the Doctor with- 
out anj trouble. The meeting was a rapturous 
one. The Dodge Club was again an entity, 
although an important member was not there. 
On this occasion the one who gai'e the dinner 
was Buttons ! 

All the delicacies of the season. In fact, a 
banquet. He. Figgs shone resplendeatlj. If 
a fnclorj was the sphere of the Senator, a sapper- 
table was the place for Mr. Figgs. The others 
felt [hat they bad never before known fully all 
the depth of feeling, of fane;, and of sentiment 
that turked nnder that placid, smooth, and ros; 
exterior. The Doctor was epitiranLmatic ; the 
Senator sententious ; Buttons uproarious. 

J)ick'G health was drunk in bumpers with all 
the honors : 



"Forhe'i alollygood feJ 
For he'-eJoUr good /«-< 



fe.B*«*«-llow 



Which DDbodr can deny 1" 
AH this time Buttons was more joyous, more 
radiant, and altogether more extraragant than 
uBual. The others asked themselves, "Why?' 
In the course of the evening it became known. 
Taking advantage of a short pause in the con- 
versation he communicated the startling fact 
that he had that da; received a letter from his 

"Shall I read it?" 

"AzEni" Dnanimously, in tones of thun- 
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Battons opened it and read : 

*^ DsAB Son, — Yonr esteemed favor, 15th alt, I have 
rec*. 

"I beg leave hereby to express my ooncnrrenoe with 
your design. 

** My connection with the house of Francia has been of 
the most satisfactory kind. I have no doubt that yours 
wOl be equally sa 

*^ I inclose you draft on Mess. Dupont Geraud, et Gie of 
Paris, for $5000— say five thousand dollars— rec' of which 
please acknowledge. If this sum is insufficient you are at 
liberty to draw for what may be required. 

^ * I remain, Hibam BnrronB.*' 

Thunders of applanse arose as Bnttons folded 

the letter. 



A speech from the Sdftator proposed the 
health of Buttons Senior. 

Another from the Doctor. 

Another from Mr. Figgs. 

Acknowledgment by Buttons. 

Annonncement by Battons of immediate de- 
parture for Cadiz. 

Wild cheers. Battons*s jolly good health ! 

*^ For he*s a Jolly good fe- o - o - o o o -llow ! 
For he*8 a Jolly good fe-e-e-e-e-^-Umo ! I 
For he*8 a Jolly good rs-s-is-ifr-x-B-LLOW ! ! I 
Which nobody can deny!** 



THE END. 
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Ohartres— that is here described as it was before the 
black waves of invasion rolled over the land. Tears 
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LIGHT AT EVENING TIME : a Book of 
Support and Comfort for the Aged. Edited 
by John Stanford Holmb, D.D. Ele- 
gancy printed from large type on toned pa- 
per. 4to, Cloth, $2 50. 

A handsome, generonB-p«ged book, which the Har- 
pers must have devised for the special purpose of 
• drawing down ou their heads the hearty olessing of 
all aged people who read its kindly type and appreci- 
ate Its thonghtfal, tender afternoon contents. The 
best words of Howe, Wesley, Robertson, Spnrgeon, 
Jeremy Taylor, Dr. Arnold, Kmmmacher, and many 
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An admirable selection from the writings of eminent 
authors, which are calculated to give comfort and con- 
solation, because giving hope, to the aged. It is very 
carefhlly and skillftilly edited.— JTorid (N. Y.). 

The scheme of the volume Js certainly excellent. 
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I have looked through your new book for the aged, 
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From the Rev. John Hall, Dfl). , Pastor of F-^th Avenue 
• Preebyterian Churchy New York, 

When the idea of the book was suggested to me, I 
thought it so good that it gave me pleasure to co-op- 
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From fA« Rev. HowaA>Ceobbt, D.D.,LL.D., Clumcellor 
of the University of New York. 

Dr. Holme's book, •• Light at Evening Time," is well 
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youuj^ too. I approye of the idea, and the way in 
which Dr. Holme has realized it. The publishers have 
given it an attractive and appropriate dress. 

From the Rev. Stephen H. Tynq, D.D., Rector of St 
George% New York, 

Your interesting and valuable compilation presents 
to me real attractions. I think it must be usefal and 
honored by the Master. You will find it welcomed 
as popular, and valued as practical and excellent. 



BRED IN THE BONE; or, Like Father, 
Like Son. A Novel By the Author of ** A 
Beggar on Horseback," "Gwendoline's Har- 
vest," "Won — Not Wooed," "Carlyon's 
Year," &c. With Illustrations. 8vo, Paper, 
50 cents. 



TODD'S APPLE CULTURIST. The Apple 
Cultnrist. A Complete Treatise for the Prac- 
tical Pomologist. To Aid in Propagating the 
Apple, and Cultivating and Managing Orch- 
ards. Illustrated with Engravings of Fruit, 
Young and Old Trees, and Mechanical Devices 
employed in Connection with Orchards and the 
Management of Apples. By Sereno Ed- 
wards Todd, Author of "Young Farmer's 
Manual," &c. 12mo, Cloth, $1 50. 

EARL'S DENE. A Novel. By B. E. Fban- 
ciLLON. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 



OUR GIRLS. By Dio Lewis, A.M., M.D. 
12mo, Qoth, $1 50. 

A very interesting book by one of our most popular 
authors, full of useful suj^gestions and valuable in- 
formation on hygiene, calisthenics, and physical edu- 
cation. 

Dr. Lewis is well known as an acute observer, a 
man of great practi<!al sagacity in sanitary reform, and 
a lively and brilliant writer upon medical subjects.— - 
N, Y, Observer, 



BEECHER'S MORNING AND EVENING 
EXERCISES. Morning and E\'ening Devo- 
tional Exercises : selected from the Pablish- 
ed and Unpublished Writings of the Rev. 
Henrt Ward Beecher. Edited by Ltman 
Abbott. Crown 8vo, Cloth, f 2 00. 

These selections from Mr. Beecher' s writings are ar- 
ranged for morning and evening devotional readings. 
They are headed by an appropriate text of Scripture, 
and a few verses from familiar hymns or well-^own 
sacred poems are sometimes added. There is a read- 
ing for the morning and evening of each day of the 
year, and the fitting thoughts for each season are al- 
ways suggested. Like all Mr. Beecher*s teachings, 
these are simple, earnest, and practical, with» little of 
doctrine in them, but much that bears on everyday 
life. Their aim is to bring comfort and strength amid 
the warfare and strugg^les of the world, to elevate the 
mind, and animate the neart with high, noble, and holy 
thoughts. To those who would snatch a few minutes 
before the day's work begins for serious thought, and 
would end it with reflection, this volume can be warm- 
ly recommended.--iV^ 1". Times, 

The wonderftal fertility of the man is every where 
apparent, and the abundance and excellence of his il- 
lustrations are marvelous.— Presftj/iertan. 

A new and pleasant method of giving a Beecher 
miscellany of devotional matter, arranged under texts 
of Scripture, for a morning and evening reading each 
day of the year, with an appropriate stanza of poetry 
frequently added. — Advance, 

As the title indicates, the book is a collection of ex- 
tracts from Mr. Beecher's published and unpublished 
utterances, with snatches of familiar hymns here and 
there, the whole adapted to the purposes of private 
devotion, and arranged in a convenient way for the 
morning and evening of each day of the :^ear. No 
person can make this his daily hand-book without de- 
riving therefrom rich spiritual instruction and aid. — 
Congrepationcdi^. 

Spiritual, devout, and eminently practical; and intel- 
lectually fully up to the highest standard of excellence. 
As "helps" to home worship they will be found of 

great service, and those who read them regularly will 
e the wiser and better for it. — Albany Evening Jour- 
nal. 

Who can read his words, morning and evening for 
a year, without deriving from them unspeakable en- 
couragement and comfort? There is little doctrinal, 
nothing sectarian, in the book, but it is fhll of the best 
Christianity.— 2V. Y. Evening Mail. 

We know of no book of a similar character which is 
more likely to hold the attention of its readers to the 
professed purpose for which it is used..— Worcester 
Spy, 



FROM THISTLES — GRAPES? A Novel. 
By Mrs. Eiloart, Author of "The Curate's 
Discipline," &c. 8vo, Paper, 60 cents. 

As a story it is very fascinating, virith good and bad, 
Joy and sorrow blended in very natural proportions. 
— Albany Evening Journal. 

Written in an unusually straightforward and lucid 
style, possessing a well -constructed plot, brisk in 
movement, and entertaining in dialogue. — Citizen and 
Round Table, 

Shows considerable knowledge of individual char- 
acter. — AthenoBum, (London). 

• • • Showing both talent and cultnre.~i^. Y, Her' 
aid. 

The charm of Mrs. Eiloart's works lies in the con- 
, sistent individuality of her character8.~£ivamtMf and 
I London Review, 
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ADVENTUKES OF A YOUNG NATU- 
RALIST. By Ldcien Biart. Edited and 
adapted bj Parker Gillmore. With 117 
Ulnstrations. 12ino, Cloth, $1 75. 

It wonld be hard to find a book more attractive to 
a boy thau thid, none which imparts more eudnrable 
informatioa on all enbjects counected with natural 
history. It describes the adventures of a bov of ten, 
who accompanies his father, a naturalist^ making^ a col- 
lection, a iooatU^ his friend, and au Indian gai<^* who 
journey through the Cordilleras of Mexico. The scenes 
through which this party travel, and the thrilliiig inci- 
dents which happen to them— their meeting with wild 
animals, the discovery and examination of a wonderful 
cave, a hurritane which nearly sweeps them away, a 
current they barely escape being overwhelmed by, and 
a wild adventure in the woods — are all forcibly and 
graphically described. The names and habits of the 
aifferent animals, the varieties and classes of the 
various trees and plants, and all the natural phenom- 
ena of the region traversed, are explained in a simple, 
clear, and pleasing manner. The little hero is forced 
to endure many hacdships, to suffer from hunger and 
thirst, firom fatigae and exposare, but he goes through 
all courageously, and at last reaches the end of his 
journey in safety. The work is proftisely illufitrated. 
— y. r. TvmM, 

The story is graphically told, with a spirit that nev- 
er flags from the lirst page, and there are not many 
jnvenDe novels which willbe read with more sustain- 
ed interest The book is a course of natural history, 
and youn^ people who would turn with weariness 
firom the formal study of the subject will be surprised 
into the acquisition of a great deal of useful knowl- 
edge. — Brooklyn Union. 

ft would be hard to decide whether this book excels 
in interest or in information.— i!^. Y. Herald. 

There has hardly been a book for laoja since "Rob- 
inson Crusoe" that has been so fascinating as this will 
prove. It is, moreover, crowded with spirited illus- 
tratioos. — Philadelphia Evening BvUetin. 

The pictures are (hll of anunation, and there are 
many vivid and highly colored descriptions of adven- 
ture. It will prove a source of delight to hundreds of 
b(>ys.-— CommercicU AdveHiaer. 

The illustrations are alone sufficient to make the 
book remarkable for interest^being, every one. fine bits 
of artistic drawing beautifully engraved. The work 
is full of them, every adventure, every animal, and ev- 
ery picturesque scene being pictured on a full page. — 
Boston Poet. 

The author's stvle throughout is graphic, and the 
book is as attractive as pen and pencil combined can 
well make it — Examiner and London Review. 

Seldom is such a brilliant book offared to young peo- 
ple. The cuts are of the most attractive kind, Illustra- 
ting the wildest scenes in nature, and the most excit- 
ing situations in adventure. The story is just such as 
boys love. A be tter boy's book could hardly be named. 
— Sundai/'School Times. 

A grand, good book for boys.— CTCica Herald. 

All the wonders of the animal creation, from the lit- 
tle ground mouse to the ferocious jaguar, and from 
the tiniest of snakes to the voracious anaconda, and 
of birds, f^om the humming-bird to the king of the 
vultures, are unfolded to the view and described as 
among the objects personally observed by the party. 
The gorgeous luxuriance, too, of the vegetation in those 
splendid primeval forests presents abundant subjects 
for wonder and delighted examination. Nearly every 
scene and event of interest which occurred to the ex- 
plorers is made the subject of a spirited picture, the 
whole furnishing a rich repast to the young and curi- 
ous reader.— Interior. 



THE VIVIAN ROMANCE. By Mortimer 
. Collins. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 

Well worth the perusal of the novel-reading public. 
— A thenanmt (London). 

This novel would do credit to Wilkie Collins, as it is 
exactly in his vein, and has a good deal of his man- 
ner. — Albany Journal. 

Mr. Collins has evidently seen a good deal of the 
world, both of books and men. He can write good 
English, and many of his reflections are wisely anowit- 
tily put He is largely gifted with the poetic temper- 
ament ; his descriptions of scenery are nappilv given, 
and there is a sprightliness in his manner of telling 
his story which makes his book extremely readable. 
— London Times, 



DU CHAILLU'S APINGI KINGDOM. My 
Apingi Kingdom : with Life in the Great Sa- 
hara, and sketches of the Chase of the Os- 
trich, Hyena, &c. By Paul Dcr Chaillu, 
Author of iJu Chaillu^s Books of Adventure. 
With numerous lUustrations. 12m0y Cloth^ 
il 75. 

No man has had so many curious adventures, in so 
many out-of-the-way places, as Paul Du Chaillu ; and 
no one has ever told the story of his adventures more 
charmingly. — Albany Evening Journal, 

Another very pleasant book from the pen of Mr. Bn 
Chaillu, whose African adventures, set forth in such a 
happy narrative dtyle, and with such lively and pictur- 
esque effects, are always bo attractive for the young 
people. — iV. Y. Tiwjes, 

* * * In the new volume he again takes up the thread 
of his story about the Apingi Land, a country not far 
from the equator, on the south side, in which he had 
the good or ill luck to be made a king over the bar- 
barous people. The superstitions natives regarded 
him as a mighty spirit— something more than a great 
" medicine man " of the American Indians— and it was 
his aim to rule over them with a beneficent authority. 
He took care of their sick, was kind to their children, 
saved the women from being beaten, and, by a suc- 
cession of good deeds, won their respect and love. 
The old men of the tribe would gather round their 
monarch, and, inspired by a plentlftil supply of palm 
wine, would fill his ear with stories of the ancient 
time, of which several legendary tales are here related. 
But the best part of the Book consists of the narrative 
of personal incidents, which happened to the writer in 
great abundance, and with which he well understands 
the art of entertaining his youthful audience.— A'. Y. 
Tribune. 

* * * Is as fiiscinating as its predecessors.- JtuZepend- 
ent , 

Du Chaillu is a most agreeable writfpr. From begin- 
ning to end his book is a constant succession of graphic 
pictures of life in Africa.—^. Y. Herald. 

The young folks will find this volumer a charming 
one. It is written in the author's peculiar conversa- 
tional style, which is so popular with the young.— Bos- 
ton Traveler, 



DU CHAILLU'S BOOKS OF ADVENTURE 
FOB BOYS. Stories of the Gorilla Country. 
— Wild Life Under the Equator. — ^Lost in the 
Jungle. — My Apingi Kingdom. 4 vols. , 1 2m o. 
Cloth, $1' 75 each ; uniformly bound, in box, 
♦7 00. 

WHICH IS THE HEROINE? A Novel. 
8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 

Although the story of quiet, everyday life devoid of 
thrilling incident, this novel yet possesses more than 
ordinary interest. The plot is clear, and is not marred 
by any straining after effect The characters are fine- 
ly delineated, tne dialogue natural, and the denoue- 
ment satisfactory. — Star (N. Y.). 

Interesting and well written. — N. Y. Herald. 

A book ofjpnre Kapbaelistic portraits. — American 
and Gazette (Philadelphia). 



THE TRAIL OF THE WAR. On the Trail 
of the German and French War. By Alex- 
ander Innes Shand, Occasional Correspond- 
ent of " The London Times." With Illustra- 
tions. 8vo, Paper, 35 cents. 

A lucid and graphic narrative— a well-written chap- 
ter of histoTv.— Philadelphia Press. 

Well timed and acceptable. It clears up very much 
that has been unintelligible in the dispatches and com- 
munications from abroad, and helps to a better under- 
standing of the position of affairs generally.— /Star. 

Lively and entertaining, and well worthy of being 
preserved in permanent form. — Boston PosL 

It abounds with passages of vivid description, and, 
to our thinking, it aepicts more forcibly than any oth- 
er account we nave yet read the misery produced by 
war, even in districts where the conflict 18 not actually 
raging.— 6raj>Aic (London). 
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PUSS-CAT MEW, and otJier New Fairy Stories 
for mj Children. By £. H. Ei^atchbull- 
HuGESSBN, M.P. niustrated. 12mo, Cloth, 
$125. 

Containing twenty-one original stories, in which 
fidries and dwarfs, ogres and speaking animals, flgnre 
as extensively as jaVenile readers possibly can desire, 
and even pieces of ftimitare express themselves with 
fluency and effect— in fact, as in the good old tales of 
our youth, most of the incidents are delightfully im- 
probable.— PAi{ade{t>Ata Pre»i^ 

The stories are bnef, charmingly told, and, although 
In a Held which has been thoroughly explored, are, 
withal, fhll of piquant originality.— iStor (N. T.). 

The author has been very successftil in his fancies, 
and they will bring a world of pleasure to idl fairy- 
loving people. While feeding the imagination of his 
youthfhl readers, he at the same time strives to teach 
some moral trath, but in a way to enhance rather than 
diminish the interest of the story. This charming 
collection will assuredly be a great favorite among the 
many children who still love and delight in the fame& 
— -Y. Y. Time8. 

By a favorite English writer, who possesses the rare 
gift of narrating wonderful stories to youns people in 
a style of natural and familiar conversation.— i\r. Y. 
Tribune. 

Readers of all ages like a good fairy story, and these 
are good. They are laid in that fisiscinatine border- 
land of unreal reality which lies just beyoua the hard 
facts of our everyday life and the remoter land of 
dreams, to which we are all more or less fond of mak- 
ing occasional excursions. They unite both sides, the 
real and imaginary, just enough to mt^e a reader stop 
now and then to ask which is which. And the teachings 
<if the stories, we must add, are all on the side of what 
is good and beaatifuL — Tndey>endenL 

Nothing happier in their line has appeared since the 
inimitable creations of Jean "^9,(1^.— Sunday-School 
Times. ^ 

A collection of twenty-one stories such as children 
delight to listen to with open month and gleandng 
eye. — CongregationaUst. 

The author is an admirable "story-teller" for little 
audiences. — Cleveland Herald. 

They are lively and fascinating; but they have a 
meaning also. — Albany Arqua, 

Stories about ogres and fkiries, and adventurous 
boys and girls, written in a very fascinating manner, 
and reminding the reader most agreeable of those fa- 
vorites of his youth, "Jack, the Giant-Killer," and its 
kind. The volume is beautifully printed and bound, 
Mud contains many spirited illustrations.— Iriterart/ 
WorU, 



^BBOTT'S LOUIS XIV. History of Louis 
XIV. By John S. C. Abbott, Author of 
" The History of Napoleon Bonaparte," " The 
French Revolution," &c. With Illustrations. 
16mo, Cloth, $1 20. {Uniform with Abbotts' 
Illustrated Histories.) 

The narrative is one of deep interest, and its repro- 
duction in this compact form is very acceptable.— CAi- 
cago Evening Post 

This little volume is written with great clearness, 
and in a highly interesting style.— i\r. Y. Times. 

The biographical histories of the Messrs. Abbott are 
well known, and on the whole have done good service. 
The light and pleasant style in which they are written 
induce many to read them who have neither time nor 
incliuntion for deeper or more extensive works. The 
present little volume is among the most graphic bio- 
graphical sketches they have given to the pnblic— 
Toronto Globe. 



IN DUTY BOUND. A Novel. By the Author 
of "Mark Warren," **A Brave Life," &c. 
Illustrated. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 

The author of this charming volume is recogniased 
as one of the most successful writers, and the present 
work will serve to enhance his reputation.— A*. Y. de- 
press. 

The story contains a great many dramatic situations 
artistically presented, and several well-drawn charac- 
ters, which very early enlist and retain the sympathies 
of the re&der,— Albany Evening Journal. • 



SHAKESPEARE'S COMEDY OF THE 
MERCHANT OF VENICE. Edited, with 
Notes, by W. J. Rolfe, formerly Head Mas- 
ter of the High School, Cambridge, Mass. 
Engravings. 16mo, Cloth, 90 cents. 

A book equally adapted for the scholar and the stu- 
dent. In the getting up, with its flne print and bean- 
tifhl engravings, this booklet is a bijou.— Philadelphia 
Press. 

A valuable addition to our school apparatus for the 
critical study of our mother tongue. Tne illustrations 
are quite numerous, are pertinent to the text, and are 
of much more than average excellence.— Ind^tendent. 

The whole work is that of a student who not only 
appreciates the value of his work, but who understands 
the art of showing it to others. The work is thor- 
oughly done, hancbomely brought out, and is to be 
commended to Shakespearean students, as well as to 
teachers who want a good class-book in English liter- 
ature. — Philadelphia Post. 

Will prove not only usefhl as a school-book, but, if 
we are not very much mistaken, a favorite as well in 
the psxloT.—AUnon. 



A SIREN. A Novel. By T. Adolphus Thol- 
LOPE, Author of "Lindisfiirn Chase," &c. 
8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 

An exceptionally good novel. * * * Of the elements 
which go to make up a clever, entertaining, brilliant 
novel this book la full. Each one of the dramatis per- 
soncB appears for a purpose, and fnlfllls it. The plot is 
so skilimlly conceived that even a veteran novel-read- 
er fiiils to discover, at least for a lon^ time, how things 
are about to end — and this uncertainty gives a great 
additional charm to a story. The description of Ital- 
ian homes in the several different circles of social life 
are admirable, and the freshness of the story is most 
attractive.— £ve7n'nj;r Bulletin (Philadelphia). 

The story is of an exciting character, and the treat- 
ment does not spoil it * * ^ The local coloring is, as 
usual, excellent.— AtfietuBuvn (London). 

We have no alternative but to give to this novel the 
highest certificate of praise.— Ifonniij; Pottt (London). 

We consider the tale als distinctly a success. Both 
the scenery and the characters are presented with 
force and mstinctness.— «Sj>ectot(n- (London). 



THE BAZAR BOOK OF DECORUMi The 

Care of the fPerson, Manners, Etiquette, and 
Ceremonials. 16mo, Toned Papei*, Cloth, 
Beveled Edges, $1 00. 

A series of sensible, well-written, and pleasant es- 
says on the care of the person, manners, etiquette, and 
ceremonials. The title Bazar Book is taken from the 
fact that some of the essays which make up this vol- 
ume appeared originally in the columns of Harper^s Ba- 
zar, Tnis in itself is a sni&cient recommendation— 
HarpeT*s Bazar being probably the only journal of 
fashion in the world which has good sense and enlight- 
ened reason for its guides. The " Bazar Book of l)e- 
comm *^ deserves every eommend&tion»— -Independent. 

A very graceful and judicious compendium of the 
laws of etiquette, taking its name m>m the Bazar 
weekly, which has become an established authority 
with the ladies of America upon all matters of taste 
and refinement. — A". Y. Evening- f^H. 

It would be a good thing if at least one copy of this 
book were in every household of the United States, in 
order that all— especiaUy the youth of both sexes — 
might read, mark, learn, and inwardly digest its wise 
instruction, pleasantly conveyed in -a scholarly man- 
ner which eschews ped&ntvj.— Philadelphia Press. 

It is, withont question, the very best and most thor- 
ough work on the subject which has ever been pre- 
sented to the pnblic— jB»N)l;22/n Daily Times. 

Abounds in sensible- suggestions for keeping one's 
person in proper order, and for doingfitly and to one's 
own satisfaction the thousand iqociaT duties that make 
up so large a part of social -and domestic life.— Corre- 
spondence of Cineinnati Chronicle. 

Futl of good and sonnd common-sense, and its sug- 
gestions will prove valuable in many a socii^ quanda- 
ry.— /Vrttand Transcript. 
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AN INDEX TO HARPER»S NEW MONTH- 
LY MAGAZINE, Alphabetical, Analytical, 
and Topical. Volumes I. to XL. : from 
June, 1850, to May, 1870. 8vo, Cloth, $3 00. 

The Index Just itened by the Harpers to the forty 
volames of tfilir Magazine is an " open sesame " to a 
new Hasserack's cave, filled with more than the treas- 
ures of the " Forty Thieves." It is the key to a repos- 
itory of biogi'aphy and history, literature, science, and 
art, unequaled by any other American publication. • • * 
Already the forty volumes are as valuable as a mere 
work of reference as any cyclop«dia we can place in 
our libraries. • * * The Index will tend to make the 
Magazine even more popular than it has been, by mak- 
ing its treasures accessible without imposing the trou- 
ble upon the reader of examining the list of contents 
to each separate volume for some chapter of knowl- 
edge stored away somewhere in the 88,000 pages of 
these forty volumes.— iV. Y. Staiidard. 

The Index to the forty volumes of Harper's Monthly 
has evidently beeu prepared with great care and judg- 
ment An article may be sought under its proper 
title, under the class to which it oelongs, or under its 
author's name, if known : and, so far as we have test- 
ed the Index by cross references, the search can hardly 
fail to be rewarded. Even the contents of such crowd- 
ed departments as the "Editor's.Easy Chair" and the 
*• Record of Current Events " have been, in the one 
case, put in alphabetical order, in the other chronolog- 
ically arranged, of course adding very much to the 
general value of the Index. Finall^i each alternate 
page has been left blank for private indexing of sub- 
sequent -volumes. We have gratified our curiosity in 
noting at random the names of the principal contrib- 
utors to what is at once the most popular and, in its 
scheme, the most original of our Magazines. * * • On 
the whole, it would be difilcult to make up a list of 
writers better calculated to please and edify the aver- 
age American citizen.— JVafaon. 



TH^ WARDEN and BARCHESTER TOW- 
ERS. In One Volume. By Anthony Trol- 
LOPB, Author of " Sir Harry Hotspur," ** The 
Vicar of Bullhampton," &c. 8vo, Paper, 
75 cents. 

A reprint in bne volume of two of the most fasci- 
nating works of a highly prolific novelist. The second 
of the two is, in the opinion of many admirers of Mr. 
Trollope, his master-piece. The Bif*hop and Mrs. Prou- 
die, Mr. Slope, Mr. Arabin, " the Signora," and the 
rest, are nearly as well known as some of Mr. Dickens's 
familiar creations, and are, in their way, nearly as per- 
fect types of human character. The popularity of such 
a book is perennial.—^. Y. Times. 



TENNYSON'S POETICAL WORKS. The 
Complete Poetical Works of Alfred Tennyson, 
Poet Laureate. With numerous Illustrations 
and Three Characteristic Portraits. Harper's 
Popular Edition, containing many Poems not 
hitherto included in his collected works, and 
with the Idyls of the King arranged in the 
order indicated by the Author. 8vo, Paper, 
75 cents ; Cloth, $1 25. 

1^ This pew edition contains "The Win- 
dow ; or. The Loves of the Wrens." With 
Music by Arthur Sullivan. 

The print is clear and excellent ; the i)aper is good ; 
the volume has illustrations from Dore, Millais, and 
other great artists. Beally, the edition is a sort of 
prodigy in its way. — Independent 

Those who want a perfect and complete edition of 
the works of the great English Poet Laureate should 
purchase the Harper edition.— 3Vot/ Bridget. 

A marvel of cheapness.— -Cftmttan Era, 



TOM BROWN'S SCHOOL DAYS. By An 
Old Boy. New Edition. Beautifully Illus- 
trated by Arthur Hughes and Sidney. Prior 
Hall. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 

Nothing need be said of the merits of this, acknowl- 
edged on all hands to be one of the very best boy'n 
books ever written. "Tom Brown" does not reach 
the point of ideal excellence. He is not a faultless 
boy ; but his boy-faults, by the way they are corrected, 
help him in getting on. The more of such reading 
can be Aimished the hetterl-^Examirier and Chronicle. 

Can be read a dozen times, and each time with tears 
and laughter as genuine and impulsive as at the first 
— Rochester Democrat. 

Finely printed, and contains excellent illustrations. 
" Tom Brown" is a book which will always be popu- 
lar with boys, and it deserves to be.— ITortd (N. Y.). 

For healthy reading it is one book in a thousand.— 
Advance. 



TOM BROWN AT OXFORD. By the Au- 
thor of "Tom Brown's School Days.". New 
Edition. With Illustrations by Sidney P. 
Hall. 8vo, Paper, 76 cents. 

i@" JTie two above-mentioned hooks in One 
Volume f 8vOy Cloth, ^1 50. 

A new and very pretty edition. The illustrations 
are exceedingly good, the typography is clear, and the 
paper white and fine. There is no need to say any thing 
of the literary merits of the work, which has become 
a kind of classic, and which presents the grand old 
Tory University to the reader m all its glory and fas- 
cination. — Evening Post. 
A book of which one never wearies — Presbyterian, 
Fairly entitled to the rank and dignity of an English 
classic Plot, style, and tiuthfnlness are of the sound- 
est British character. Racy, idiomatic, mirror-like, al- 
ways interesting, suggesting thought on the knottiest 
social and religious questions, now deeply moving by 
its unconscious pathos, and anon inspiring uproarious 
laughter, it is a work the world will not willingly let 
die.— Christian Advocate, 



THE NEW TIMOTHY. A Novel. By WxM . 
M. Baker, Author of "Inside: a Chronicle 
of Secession, "&c. 12mo, Cloth, $1 50. 

As a study of life little known to literature, it is 
most successful and commendable. — Atlantic Monthly. 

• « « Very much superior to a majority of conteni- 
porary novels, American or other. • • * Its good senee 
and the firm texture of it make it always a work that 
a man need not be ashamed to have done, and it is 
often vivid and often genuinely humorous. — Natioru 



MACGREGOR'S ROB ROY ON THE JOR- 
DAN. The Rob Roy on the Jordan, Nile, 
Red Sea, and Gennesareth, &c. A Canoe 
Cruise in Palestine and Egypt, and the Wa- 
ters of Damascus. By J. Macgeegor, M. A. 
With Maps and Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
Cloth, $2 50. 

The trip on the Jordan, from its sources to its mouth, 
is especially full of interest and value to the Christian 
reader. The work will supplement our knowledge of 
the lands visited in many important particulars, and 
will convey an idea of the waters of Palestine with 
more minute distinctness than any previously |)nb- 
lished. It abounds in valuable scientific intemation, 
and is enriched with maps and«numerous fine illustra- 
tioTLB.—rSunday-School IHmes. 

Always sprightly, a good story-teller, and actually 
having much that is worth narrating, he has really 
contribated not a little in this interesting volume to 
our better acquaintance velth several localities in 
Syria.— ^dtJance. 



21^=' Harper & Brothers will send any of the above works by mail, postage prepaid^ to any part 

of the United States ^ on receipt oj the price, • 



CHARLES LEVER'S NOVELS, 



We hardly know how to convey an adequate notion of the exuberant whim and 
drollery by which this writer is characterized. His works are a perpetucU feast of 
gayety, — John Bull. 

" This well-known humorous and sparkling writer^ whose numerous laughter-pro- 
voking novels have so often convulsed the recuier by their drollery and rollicking wit, 
seems to possess an endless fund of entertainment,** 



The Bramkighs of Bishofs Fol- 
ly, Svo, Paper, 50 cents. 

Sir Brook Fossbrooke. Svo, Pet- 

per, 50 cents, 

Tony Butler. Svo, Paper, $1 00; 

Cloth, $1 50. 

Luttrell of Arran, Svo, Papery 

$1 00 ; Cloth, $1 50. 

One of Them. Svo, Paper, 75 

cents, 

A Days Ride. A Lifes Ro- 
mance, Zvo, Paper, 50 cents, 

Gerald Fitzgerald, " The Cheva- 
lier, ' ' Zvo, Paper, ^ 5 o cents. 

The Martins of Crd Martin. 

Svo, Paper, $1 25. 

Barrington. Svo, Paper, 75 cents. 



That Boy of Norcotfs. Illus- 
trated, Svo, Paper, 25 cents, 

Maurice Tiernay, the Soldier of 

Fortune, Svo, Paper, $1 00. 

The Dodd Family Abroad. Svo, 

Paper, $1 25. 

Sir Jasper Carew, Knt.: His 

Ltfe and Adventures, With some 
Account of his Overreachings and 
Shortcomings, now first given to the 
World by Himself Svo, Paper, 75 
cents, 

Glencore and his Fortunes. Svo, 

Paper, 50 cents. 

The Daltons ; or. The Three 

Rocuis in Life, Svo, Paper, %\ 50. 

Roland Cashel. With Illustra- 

tions by Phiz, Svo, Paper, %\ 25 ; 
Cloth, $1 75. 
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By F. W. Robinson 



TRUE TO HERSELF. A N(fveL 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 



STERN NECESSITY. A Novel 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 

# 

FOR HER SAKE. A Novel. Illustrated. 8vo, Paper, 75 
cents. 

His novels are always attractive, and seize hold of the reader's attention. — Independent. 
A powerfully-written novel. — Lutheran Observer, 



CARRY'S CONFESSION. A Novel. 8vo, Paper, 75 cents. 

The story is cleverly told, and is very original. It can scarcely fail to be read with thoughtful 
Hiterest It is very far above the average run of novels, and deserves to find a longer life than is 
accorded to ephemeral works of fiction. — Athenceum. 



CHRISTIE'S FAITH. A Novel, izmo, Cloth, $1 75. 

The interest of this story is so enthralling that it holds the reader enchained during its progress, 
and the purpose of the story is so admirable that the best among us may justly consider the time 
well bestowed that is occupied by its perusal. — London Sun. 



MATTIE: A STRAY. A Novel. 8vo, Paper, 75 cents. 

An admirable novel. It is a picture of life so true and vivid as to rivet the attention from first 
to last. — London Reader, 



NO MAN'S FRIEND. A Novel. 8vo, Paper, 75 cents. 

A good novel. *It is original ; it is lively ; it is interesting ; its real merits are considerable. 
The plottings and counter-plottings, with the localities in which they occur, and the varying cir- 
cumstances attending them, make up the general interest All this part is bright, interesting, and 
original — the originality chiefly consisting in the undisguised worldliness attributed to all the parties 
concerned, and the skill with which these materials are worked up into an agreeable narrative. — 
Athenceum. < 



POOR HUMANITY. A Novel. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 

A novel of intense interest. — New York Leader. 

There is a reality about the personations which is one of the best evidences of real talent.— 
New York Times, 
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By AMELIA B. EDWARDS. 



Debenham^s Vow, ^ 

A Novel. Illustrated. 8vo, Paper, 75 cents. 

Barbarous History, 

A Novel. 8vo, Paper, 75 cents. 

The Ladder of Life : 

A Heart-History. A Novel. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 

My Brother^s TVife, 

A Novel. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 

Miss Carew: 

A Novel. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 

Hand and Glove. 

A Novel. 8vo, Paper, 50 cents. 

Half a Million of Money. 

A Novel. 8vo, Paper, 75 cents. 



A.tthi8 day, when so many indifferent namby-pamby 
novels are thrust upon the public— novels which it is 
a wearisome waste of time to read— we are quite sure 
that it is * kindly act to direct our readers* attention 
to such beautifully-written, and, in many cases, supe- 
rior works of Action as are these 15y Miss Edwards.— 
New York Evening Post, 

Miss Edwards has won an enviable reputation as a 
writer of fiction. Her novels are far superior to the 
average of such productions, inasmuch as they evince 
a highly cultivated intellect, a wide range of reading, 
and an apparently thorough knowledge of art. Add 
to these a graceful and sometimes eloquent style, 
sparkling dialogue, and a genuine depth of feeling, 
and we have some important essentials of a good nov- 
elist. The peculiar charm of her books to us consists 
in the beautiful enthusiasm with which she describes 
music and musicians, painting and painters, the dim 
interiors of ancient cathedrals, the golden gloom that 
pervades pillared aisles, the poetry and loveliness of 
the castled Khine— all objects and associations that 
recall historic glories, or lighten up the life of to-day 
with the mellow hues of old rom2iJi.G&.— Brooklyn Daily 
Timea, 

Miss Edwards's stories are all well written.— Port- 
land Transcript, 

Her stories indicate vigor and taste.— CAiua^oJbumoZ. 



Miss Edwards is a scholar and a poet, and gives ns 
occasionally poems of much strength and sweetness. 
-^Boston Traveller, 

Miss Edwards possesses many of the finest attributes 
which distinguished Charlotte Brontd.—lxmdon-lfom- 
ing Poet, 

Miss Edwards's novels are rapidly taking their place 
among the books which every body reads and eiuoys. 
— Boston Post. • 

Miss Amelia B. Edwards, whose "Barbara's His- 
tory" was so greatly admired by all who were so 
fortunate as to read it, has deservedly taken her place 
among the best living novelists.- £o8ton Transcript. 

Miss Edwards's works of fiction are of a high order, 
and represent, both in the subjects chosen and the 
treatment of tl^m, a deep tendency of our time— this, 
namely, of looking within and not abroad, writing 
what is personal and domestic rather than what is 
conventional, and, in short, dealing with spirit instead 
of mere custom and costume. Miss Edwards always 
selects domestic subjects, and delineates characters as 
though she stood at their centre, and not on the out- 
side or at a distance. We suspect there is much that 
is autobiographical in her books. They all have a 
charming style and wholesome tone, and betray a fine 
range of reading, observation, and refiection.— CZetw- 
Umd Leader, 
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